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COMING EVEIfTS. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



I am not prone to weeping. 

The want of which vain dew 

Perchance shall dij your pities. But I have 

That honourable grief lo^aj^d l\etef which bums 

"Worse than tears drowi^j*. • •': . 

Winter's 2hle, 

Give sorrow words — the gii^f that does not speak 
Whispers the o'er-fraught ttaaHy and bids it break. 

Macbeth. 

The breath of Heaven hath blown his spirit out 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

JSin^ John. 



It was a chilly rainy evening in the 
middle of April when the train stopped at 
the little station of Betchworth, Only a few 
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passeng'ers got out ; one old woman^ with 
what old women never are without^ a largfe 
bundle j one or two farmers, and a gentle- 
man. 

"Betchworth! Hawkstead! Northw3'^ch !" 
called out the proprietor of the one omnibus 
that plied between the aforesaid hamlets — a 
stranger and a Loiidoner, who had lately 
undertaken to convoy passengers to or from 
the train — ^^ Plenty of room^ ladies, now for 
it, maVm— this way, sir,*' addressing the 
gentleman, as he opened the omnibus door. 

^^ Thank you,'' he answered in a haughty 
tone, '' I prefer riding outside." 
^^ Lor bless you, Sir, but it's a raining.'* 
^^ So I perceive," he replied shortly, as he 
swung himself to the top of the omnibus. 

•^ Wish I'd always you for a pass'nger. 
Sir," said the coachman, giving his hands a 
rub, expressive of entire satisfaction, " there's 
always such a lot of people a quarrelling for 
the inside seats, * Lor bless you,' says I^ 



COMING EVENTS. S 

5 they're just as good outside ;' but they pays 
for a bit of board above their 'eads and the'll 
have it too/' 

And having delivered himself of this pro- 
found view of the case, he touched up his 
horses with an emphatic ^^ gee !'^ and away 
they went. 

^^ Here's Betchworth, Sir/' said the driver, 
after a lengthened pause, ^^get down here, 
Sir?" 

His companion's lips opened to utter a 
/^ No/' then shut again immediately. 

^^ Like this part of the countr}*, Sir ?" con- 
tinued the coachman, for he began to be 
curious as to who his taciturn neighbour 
was, for our coa6bman was a philosophical 
man, and he had already made with regard to 
him three observations. First, his coat was 
of fir^t-r&te make ; that argued he was a gen- 
tleman. Secondly, he wore his coat collar, 
so as to half conceal his face j that argued a 
ipysterious gentleman. Thirdly, he did not 
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mind the rain ; that shewed that he was a 
misanthropical gentleman. 

Another ^^ No/' Then the coachman, not 
to be discouragfed, tried a^in^ ^^ Know Bal- 
eombe^ Sir ? not far from there^ Sir/' 
*^ Oh 1^ 

^^ Nice place^ Sir — can see the house now, 
Sir.^ 

This time he had aroused the stranger, for 
he got up from his lolling posture, took the 
cigar out of his mouth and gazed long and 
earnestly in that direction, while he muttered 
something between his teeth. 

^^ Know the Conynghams, Sir ? nice family, 
Sir ; but I hears the old gentleman has been 
and got into debt, and the place is to be 
sold. The eldest son is galivanting about 
somewhere, I suppose; they always was 
a proud family; 'eld their 'eads 'igh, and 
as my good woman says, ^no good comes 
of — ' Lor 1 Sir, what's the matter P' 

^^ Stop— I prefer walking ; it is not far to 
the village.'' 
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^ Blfess you, Sir, a good two mile/' 
" Very well/' — and almost throwing the 
fare into the man's hand, he jumped down, 
and was gone in an instant. The next mo- 
ment he was striding across the fields, till he 
came to Balcomhe. 

He paused for a second in front of the 
gates, then turned away and entered a little 
hye-path that led round to the side of the 
house. A. window was half open, and fiercely 
putting hack the tangled shruhs that were 
growing in unpruned luxuriance round it, 
he vaulted in, and was in the great hall in a 
moment. 

He threw ofi^ over-coat and hat, and began 
to pace heavily backwards and forwards, 
with hands tightly folded on his breast, as if 
to keep down the swelling waves that were 
eddying and surging there, till finally he 
^topped before the portrait of Lord Beginald 
De Lisle, one of the ancestors of the Conyng- 
ham family, that hung over the fire-^place. 
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As he guzed his face grow dark with con- 
centrated passion; and clutching his hands 
he muttered through his set teeth : ^^ And 
it was for this you founded a lordly line^ 
for this you reared an honoured house, for 
this you giiined a nohle name, forsooth — 
that it might be whistled to the winds hy a 
gamester, and thrown idly to the mercy of an 
auctioneer's hammer ; and the innocent must 
suffer — the innocent — why? Oh I Grod, it is 
too much/' And striking his clenched fist 
with vehemence on- the marble, he turned in 
his fierce anger to walk the hall again. 

The door opened at that instant, a form 
stood on the threshold ; so suddenly had it 
started out of vacancy that to his excited 
imagination, in the shadowy twilight, it 
seemed like a spirit. His course was arrested, 
and he stood motionless ; but the figure ad^ 
vanced, a hand was placed on his arm, and 
Constance's voice said — 

^* Sydney/' 
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He pushed her from him, threw himself 
on a chair and hid his face in his arms on 
the tahle. 

His sister knelt heside him and put her 
arm round his neck — 

'^ Oh Sydney, speak to me/' 

^^ Go, Constance," he said moodily, as he 
shook her arm off, ^^ it is no time now for 
fooling." 

She got up, hut he felt a tear drop on his 
hand as she turned to go. 

^^ Constance,'' he said, suddenly opening 
his arms, " come hack, I did not mean it.'' 
' . She sank upon his hreast, and the long 
pent up flood of tears at last gave way, and 
she sohbed for a few moments uncontroUably.^ 
Little as he guessed the source of those tears, 
little as he knew the spring from whence 
they took their rise, he felt his heart strangely 
lightened beneath their influence. Without 
the power to weep himself, those pure mes- 
i^engers of the heart, seemed to flow over hi^ 
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soul and to cleanse it^ by bearing^ away on 
tbeir crystal waves the dark passions and 
the fevered beat of its restless beating-. 

^^ You have suffered mucb/' be said at last, 
in a tone of strange gentleness. 

^^ And so bave you/' sbe answ^r^ softly, 
laying ber bead upon bis sboulder. 

^^ Aye I and must suffer more/* be replied. 

'^ And, papa ~ ob, if you could but see 
bim ; be is so cbang^ed, so broken down.*' 

Tbere was some return of bitterness in bis 
tone, as be answered, ^^ And so be may well 
be/^ 

^^ Ob ! Sydney, if you could but see bim.'' 

^^So I sball bye and bye,*' be replied 
moodily ; ^^ I am come to fulfil bis wish^ to 
give my consent to tbe breaking of tbe 
entail, and be— a beggar !" 

For only answer, ber bead rested yet 
more lovingly upon bis sboulder, and ber 
arms twined tenderly round bis neck. Tbey 
gat on so togetber for a little wbile, listening 
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to the dreary blast^ whieh^ though still springy 
seemed anxious to make the trees bequeath 
their robes of glory long before their 
time. At last, the gentle voice whispered^ 
" Brother/' 

^^ Well, Constance/' he said, with a start, 
for his thoughts were striving to weave the 
tissue of the future and make it take some 
form, 

*^ When 3^ou see papa, you won't — I mean, 
you will take care what you say, he is so 
weak, the least thing will upset him again." 

^' I don't know,— when men's hearts are 
full, their words are not often picked and 
chosen." 

" Oh, brother, but you will — •" 

" I don'-t know, Constance — don't ask too 
much,'' he said, starting up and half throw- 
ing her down. 

" I have borne a great deal ! I can bear 
a great deal. I have consented that the 
entail should be broken, because my father's 

b2 
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name must not be dishonoured ; but to ask 
a man to restrain the strong current of his 
Boul^ when the tide is up and the river 
swollen, is to ask what cannot be.'' 

^^ Oh Sydney, but he has suffered so !" 

^^ And have I had no suffering?'' he said, 
turning" round and conirontingf her full — *^ Is 
it nothing" to have my hopes blighted, my 
prospects blasted, the heritage of my ances- 
tors whistled to the wind ; the name that has 
been held in honour from age to age, dis- 
graced — made a thing to be pointed at by 
the finger of scorn, and myself a beggar? — 
Oh God V 

^^ Sydney — Sydney, don't say such dread- 
ful things !" 

^^ Say them I no, there is no need to say 
them verily, when the iron has entered the 
soul instead !" 

" S)^dney — Sydney." 

*^Hush, little sister, you are a woman, 
and know how to sujfferj I own you are 
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brave^ where a man is but a dastard and a 
coward ; but my life is withered/* 

^^No— no/' 

^^ It is^ I tell you ; in another month I go 
abroad with my regiment, and what have I 
to look forward to ? either a grave in foreign 
lands, or a return home to struggling 
poverty.'* 

^^ Not poverty.'' 

^^ Well, straitness of means then, if you 
prefer the term better," and his laugh was 
bitter. " I had an aim in life once, when I 
thought of Balcombe ; now that is gone, and 
I care not when I go too : " and he threw 
himself again into a chair, in his old attitude 
hiding his face on his arms, while Constance 
stood by, and he felt her tears and her kisses 
blend together on his brow; yet as she 
stood there, she 'thought "What! all this 
heart-break for the loss of a fortune I — all 
this terrible pain for an outward misery !— 
will the sun shine less brightly, or the blue 
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sky be less blue; or the heart be more 
empty — Ah !" 

So they remained for some time, Sydney 
fighting a hard battle with his pride, while 
Constance communed with her own heart, 
and w^as still— till the footsteps of twilight 
slowly passing over the earth had effaced 
the distinct lines, and vivid tints of day. 

Then Sydney started up, and speaking 
in his natural tone, said, *^ Where is my 
father r 

^* In his room/^ 

" I will go to him now/' 

^^One instant wait, he does not even know 
you are here ; let me tell him first." 

She left the room, and in about a quarter 
of an hour returned. . *^ Gome,'' she said, as 
she stood in the door-way. Sydney obeyed, 
and followed her down the long gallery, by 
the familiar passages, till they stood before 
his father's room. There she paused one 
moment, looked up through the twilight 
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into her brother's face^ read that the time 
for fear was passed^ turned the handle^ 
and he entered. 

The room was almost in obscurity^ but, 
being a chilly evenings there was a small 
fire in the grate. By the help of its fitful 
light^ he disceined his father seated in his 
arm chair beside the hearth. His head was 
bent down^ half hid in his hands^ his grey 
hairs contrasting painfully with the dark 
crimson of the chain Sydney advanced^ 
and stood opposite to him. A strange 
contrast they were. The fine tall young 
man^ the pulse of health throbbing with 
every beat of his strong deep hearty the 
strength of life rushing through every vein ; 
and the old man^ whose worn and aged form 
sorrow had bowed^ and cai*e had set her 
seal upon, preparatory to sinking it down 
into the shadow of the dusky tomb, and 
the deep hiding place of the grave. 

So they remained in the deepening twilight 
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—the father and the son^ but neither spoke. 
At last the old man slowly withdrew his 
hands; and looked' up; and the son saw 
traced thereon^ the lines of a long volume of 
sorrow^ and the tokens of an apprenticeship 
of grief. The sternness melted from his 
hroWj the dark waves ebbed away from his 
heart; he murmured — " Father/' and the eld 
man fell upon his breast^ crying — ^^ My son, 
my son I" 

It was true, Sydney Gonyngham had 
agreed to have the entail of the estate 
broken, that his father's debts might be 
paid, and he himself beggared; the world 
heard and the world praised, and in that 
praise Sydney Gonyngham had his reward. 
Noble and honourable as the deed looked, it 
was in truth but the empty bubble blown by 
the wind of pride out of nothing. Sydney 
Gonyngham was proud — proud to a degree 
— proud of his family, proud of his name — 
proud of himself. He was called a man of 
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Jionour^ and he knew he was called it^ and 
he was determined to be it. Thus with a 
certain stern sense of integrity, and with a 
greater degree of pride equally natural to 
him, he did what many abetter man than he 
would not have done — he sacrificed his own 
prospects to save a father from dishonour. 
Sydney Conyngham was a puzzling- charac- 
ter, with no religious principle, he yet, on 
many occasions, acted as if he had it. The 
fact was, he possessed a code of principles of 
his own; a kind of moral law which he 
adhered to with a courage which proved 
what he miglit have been had that law been 
of greater height and depth. Whatever he 
did, he did thoroughly ; he was a thorough 
man of the world, a thorough scholar, and 
would have been a thorough Christian, but 
for one hindrance — the leaven of scepticism 
that was hid, early in life, in the mind of the 
youth had now leavened the whole lump, in 
the mind of the man. Self-reliant, proud of 
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a certain uprigphtness of character whic^ 
nature and conceit had combined to form^ 
he walked the earth in that spirit of uprights 
ness^ which sooner or later ends in a fall. 

Weeks passed on^the affairs of the Conyng* 
hams were settled^ and the result was what 
was expected, comparative poverty. Bal- 
combe was sold, and they were to remove to 
a small house in London, which Sydney had 
taken for them before he left England with 
his regiment, which had been for some time 
past under orders for the Cape. Archie was 
to give up law as being too e^^pensive a 
pastime, and not very certain to prove 
lucrative enough for a business, and to go 
into a merchant's counting-house instead; 
and Gerald to King's College, instead of 
Harrow. Mr. Conyngham was still in the 
same helpless state of invalidism; his wife's 
whole attention was given to him : so as 
Katherine would not, and Effie could not, 
look after household matters, the main bull^ 
of them fell upon Constance. 
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Perhaps it was good for her j it forced 
her out of herself^ and left her no time for 
thought ; for thought she knew would unfit 
her for action^ and if she failed^ who was 
there to take her place? She and Edgar 
Yilliers had not met since the night her 
father had told her of the ruin at hand. 
Old Mr. Yilliers had had a sudden relapse, 
and his son had been telegraphed for abroad 
immediately. As for Edgar^ he on his Hside 
had never yet put into words the unspoken 
love^ which both knew existed in the hearts 
of each. True^ at times he felt her life and 
his revolved round a different centre^ but 
he did not know that the fair buds that 
once had put forth such promise in his own 
mind^ had^ one by one^ slowly withered and 
fallen away^ stagnated by the dead calm of 
a no-belief^ and obscured by the mists of a 
false philosophy. At one time he had been in 
a negative state^ as regards religion ; he had 
had good feelings^ which might have become 
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deeds^ but now be had passed out of tBat 
state ; he had been content to stand stilly 
and woe to him who stands still in the march 
of life! Multitudes are before and behind 
him^ and he who will not move with the 
CFOwd^ must fall beneath the crowd^ be 
trampled down by their feet^ and be left to 
die by the way side. 

Oh foolish heart of man^ to think there is 
sucli a thing* as ^ standing* still' in the world ! 
Does nature ^ stand still?' The rose ap- 
proaches its zenith, and the zenith is no 
sooner reached^ than it hastes to. decay. 
The sun, from the moment of his risings 
(Speeds to his setting. Man is born into the 
world and from the day of his birth begins 
to die. Progression is the watchword of 
time^ and he who progresses not^ must 
retrograde. The point between — Stability — 
is to be found but in Heaven^ with Him^ 
^5 Who is the same yesterday, to-day, and 
fcr ever.'^ He who seeks it on earth will 
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find its name— ^^ Stagnation" — and its end, 
corruption and - decay. 

And Constance? Ah, when the cup of 
sorrow first approaches the lips we shudder, 
close our eyes, take one taste, and think the 
worst is over. A sip here and a sip there ; 
a drop now, and a drop bye and bye j and 
then God stays His hand ; hiding* the anguish 
portion from view, till rest has recruited otir 
strength 5 and, then. He puts it to our lips 
again. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



ITo— rather steel thy melting heart, 
To act the martyr's sternest part. 
To watch with firm, unshrinking eye, 
Thy darling visions, as they die ; 
Till all bright hopes, and hues of day. 
Have faded into twilight grey. 

Fray only that thine aching heart, 
From visions vain, content to part, 
Strong for love's sake its woe to hide. 
May cheerful wait the cross beside, 
Too happy i^ that dreadful day. 
Thy life be given thee for a prey. 

Christian Year. 



^^FoR the last time"— Oh, what a knell 
18 in those words — ^^ for the last time/^ had 
come at length to the Conyngham family 
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in Balcombe^ and to-morrow must see them 
beneath a stranger roof. The last visits 
had been paid. Constance had made a 
private little one^ on her own account^ to 
Mr. Barnard^ and now there remained 
nothing but the departure. The day was 
too full of its own bustle^ to allow sorrow 
much place, but when evening came with 
its subdued quiet, oh what a weariness came 
upon Constance. This last evening, it 
ought to be an epoch in life, she felt ; and 
epoch enough it was, but not in the sense of 
a realized ^^ last time.'^ She wandered out 
into the hall, but it was full of trunks, 
heaped and being heaped together, while 
her feet only got entangled in the cord 
that striewed the passages ; and as the sound 
of hammering and cording began, she 
wandered back agdn into the deserted 
library. She felt as distinctly as if she had 
been told it, that a crisis in her life was 
at hand, not that crisis which had already 
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come^ but some other that was coming* j 
something different from the pain and patience 
of the last two months. All the Villiers' 
family were still away at Bome^ and they 
had their own trial to fill their minds in t>ld 
Mr. Yilliers's illness. Rome and Balcombe ! 
They were a great way off I but in vain 
Constance' tried to think it was all best as it 
was ; what good would it do to see Edgtir 
YilUers ag'ain^ while conscience told her the 
right would never let him be anything more 
to her than Edgar Villiers ? 

No good, of course^ at all, but that was 
not the point j and a whole array of ^' beets*' 
and ^ rights'* at that moment were powerless 
to make her feel it was. So she stood there 
against the open window in the dismantled 
room, dimly conscious of a strange colloquy 
going on within her mind, between her past 
self, and her present self. Her past self 
that had craved excitement, yearned for 
action, chose sorrow rather than quiet, and 
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Istrug'gle ratheir than rest; how it looked 
strangely in upon her present s^lf that had 
got all these things^ as thougfh it asked in 
mockery — ^^ Art thou satisfied V^ 

She had not been called to any office of 
greatness ; she had not been summoned to 
any different path from her neighbours; 
her election^ was only the election of sorrow, 
and her post, to be a sentinel in the battle. 

Then all her ended life flowed back upon 
her^ that life that was closed and ended for 
ever ; then the door was shut, and she knew 
there was no looking back. 

But what ! The great secret of life, had 
it still eluded her grasp? Not so — ^^she 
had found the life of her hand (even the 
Peace that p^sseth all understanding)--^ 
therefore she was not grieved/' 

"Miss Constance, which cloak will you 
wear to-morrow for the journey ?"^ said the 
lady's maid, putting her head into the room, 
for the last time in |;hat capacity, as she was 
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to leave next day for another sitaation. It 
was a strange piece of the old life coming in 
upon the new^ this matter-of-fact question, 
making her forget how the old life had shot 
off from its usual axis, and drifted away 
from its accustomed bearings, and Constance 
dimly wondered at herself, as she found 
herself answering as composedly as if she 
and life were not at variance. 

*^The brown one, Morris, and have the 
other put up with the wraps, if you please/' 

Then Katherine came into the room, with 
the cards she was writing addresses on, for 
the trunks, in her hand. ^' Oh CJonstance, 
here you are ! I was wondering where 
every body had got to,'' — and she sat down 
on a packing case and sighed. 

^^ Can I help you ?" said her sister, touch- 
ing the cards in her hand, ^^Are they all 
written ?" 

*^ Not all I wish you would.*' 

^^ Yes* Stupid ! I o^ght to have thought 
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of it before, only my hieroglyphics by the 
side of your neat writing* V* 

^^ Oh that doesn't signify. Do it as tidy 
as you can, though :'' and the ruling passion 
strong in death, couldn't prevent the tidy 
Katherine, even at that moment, from giving 
a glance of dismay, as Constance's literal 
hieroglyphics began to stretch themselves 
out like spread-eagles over the whole surface 
of the cards ; ^' You'll never get it all in, if 
you write so large; there you are at the 
^ g,' and there is all the ^ h a m' to follow^ 
and the ^ E s q.' too." 

^^ I can't write smaller, never could." 

*^ Print it then, it will look tidier : that's 
better ! Will you finish them then, while I 
go up -stairs to mamma ; there are only nine 
wanting." 

*^ Only nine ? Very well," and Constance 
knelt down by the packing-case, as there 
was no other furniture in the room, and set 
to work, while her sister, with another sigh^ 

VOL. II. C 
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went up stairs to her mother. There wai 
no more power of thought left in her, for 
these familiar matters of every-day life 
snapped the links of thought, and left it to 
die out, an unconnected dream on the ftiind's 
shore. " S. Conyngham, Esq./London :" as 
her fingers formed the well known words, she 
thought how often they had done the same 
thing hefore, and how never with the same 
feeling — feeling of present pain, and worse 
than future pain; how large, how hateful 
those words looked, the sign and type of an 
ended phase of life, and a whole new experi- 
ence of misery. 

She finished the cards, took them into the 
hall to the servants, then catching sight of 
Effie and Basil through the half-opened 
door in the dining room, went to join them 
there. Effie was sitting by the window, her 
forehead resting on her hands, and Basil's 
head was on her lap. Constance seated her- 
self beside them in silence, and the three sat 
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on there without speaking* in the quiet even- 
ing. 

^^ Oh I Constance^ hut it is so sad to leave 
it all/' and Effie laid her head upon her lap 
and fairly cried. 

^^ Dear Effie I but you will like it after a 
titne/' said her sister^ trying to comfort her* 

^^ Never 1^' replied Effie^ sitting up ener- 
getically^ '^ I shall hate it." 

^^ No, no, sister Effie," replied B0Birs little 
voice, ^^ you won't do that, because that won't 
be right ; besides, do you know, I think God 
loves London.*' 

'' What does my darling mean ?'' said Con- 
stance. 

" Why, sister Conny, London is a great 
big place, full, quite full of people ; so there 
must be more pra)'ers that reach Heaven 
from there, a great large town, than from 
the country — eh 1 sister Conny V^ 

^^ Perha])s, darling." ^-^ Yes,'' she thought, 
" there must be many lives there whose key- 
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note is Praise^ and that have already vibrated 
into the harmony of Heaven/' 

^^ Oh but it will be so hot and dusty in 
summer/' continued Effie^ pursuing* her own 
train of thought. 

*^ But the nights there will be the same^'^ 
pursued Basil, ^^ the large brigfht moon shin- 
ing up above, and the patient stars/' 

'^ The patient stars/' repeated Constance 
to herself, " yes, the patient stars,'' — and she 
mentally laid down her head upon the 
thought, and rested it. 

^^ It is strange how things turn out differ- 
ent to what one expected, and how they come 
about. Constance, you used to say you 
shouldn't be sony to leave Balcombe and 
live in London," said EflSe. 

^^ Yes, don't you remember ?" 

^^ Ah I that was when I was foolish, and 
used to long for a more active life ; ah Effie^ 
I don't rejoice now." 
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^^ Oh sister Conny, but God knows best/^ 
said little Basil^ ^^ God knows best." 

" Yes, truly, little brother/' thought Con- 
stance, ^^ He does know best ; shall I repine ?" 

^^ Dear Effie,'' she said aloud, '^ we must 
not let the darkness of to-day quite lie 
athwart all the future years, ten years hence 
we shall see differently/' 

" Never I" cried her sister, half indignant 
at the thought. 

^^ Let the ten years answer for itself, 
dearest/' 

*^ Ah I but we shall never see this place 
again for ever." 

^^For ever," echoed Constance, and she 
sat silent. 

^^ For ever ?" whispered Basil's voice, " I 
thought there was no such thing on earth 
as for ever." 

^^ Not on earth ; no, thank God I ah, 
Basil !" and one tear, the bitter messenger 
of a heart breaking with its grief, fell on the 
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unconscious head of the fair young* child. 
So they sat on all three in the quiet evening*. 
Effie full of the thought of the home they 
vfere leavings every now and then murmured 
" To-morrow !'' The sister beside her, tremb- 
ling to the touch of passionate love^ uncon- 
sciously echoed the word " To-morrow/' and 
felt her heart grow dark with fear j while the 
child at their feet^ as the breeze played with 
the light curls on his brow, answered " To- 
morrow/' and heard the voice of God in his 
soul, and ^' talked with him as with a friend." 
•* Master Basil, it's your bed-time, if you 
please," and the nurse appeared to carry him 
off to the upper regions, while EflSe tired 

« 

with crying, laid down on the ground, and 
fell asleep. 

Poor Constance ! she found herself wish- 
ing she was either child enough to be put 
to bed like Basil, or else that like Effie she 
could cry herself to sleep ; but no, no reprieve 
would com^ to her, she and sorrow stood 
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face to face^ and battle it out they must ; so 
for the third time that evening* she wandered 
out ag'ain into the hall, and back into the 
library. Archie was there, pacing* backwards 
and forwards, his hands in his pockets^ talk- 
ing* to himself in no very cheerful mood. 

" Well I well, it's all up with the old place 
at last ; faith ! thing's did come down with a 
run I eh ! — what's it now ?'' he said, turning 
round sharply as he felt a hand upon his 
shoulder. ^^ Why, Constance I g*o along and 
rest, don't be foolish I What's the use of 
wearing yourself out ?" 

The tone was not very encouraging, but 
Constance was not to be put off so. He was 
unhappy she knew, and she would try to 
comfort him ; true, she knew she needed 
comfort herself, but that was nothing j the 
impetuous self-willed girl had long since died 
into the patient, all-enduring woman, and 
from the ashes of that old life had been 
evoked the spirit of a new learnt submission* 
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By and bye she would have time for her 
own sorrow ; in the mean while she smoothed 
her brow^ and called up a smile to her face. 

^^ Archie, mayn't I stay just a little bit, 
please ?'' 

The manner was not to be resisted, his 
countenance relaxed, and she went on — 
• ^^ Do you know I don't think it will be so 
bad after all, living in London/' 

^^ Never thought it would be, nor do I care 
a fig about leaving here, it was always con- 
founded dull— but to have the old place sold 
— well I it's no use talking about it, talking 
won't mend it," and he turned on his heel 
and moved away. Suddenly he began again, 
^^ A merchant's clerk too, I've no fancy in 
that line." 

^^ Brft, Archie dear, had you any fancy for 
any other, the law for instance ?" 

"No, but there was the honour of the 
thing 1 It's something like, when one asks 
who Mr. So-and-so is, to be told he's a bar- 
rister 3 but now, if any one inquires what 
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Mr. Archibald Conyngham is ? why — he's a 
clerk I Hang it, it sounds musty/' 

Constance could not help smiling. ^^ But 
a briefless barrister, Archie, what could be 
more hopeless V^ 

" Well ! well, it's no use talking to women ; 
for I will say that for you all, you've got 
the knack of endurance, and so don't know 
how to make allowance for a fellow.'' 

«0h Archie I" 

" Don't ^ oh Archie' me,' " he continued in 
a rugged tone of half kindness, *^ I'll lay my 
^ Ufe, you're as ready for a cry as I am for 
£10,000, yet you look cool and comfortable 
as possible, while I can't have a pain in my 
little finger, but I roar the house down." 

" I can't say I see it just now," replied 
Constance, looking at him affectionately. 

^^ Oh, because it's a case of ^ nolens volens' 
— don't want to give you women the oppor- 
tunity of saying over me, ^ What ! is Csesar 
faUen so low ?' " 

c 2 
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" You needn't be afraid/' 
" Ah ! but don't 3^ou see," he added quite 
gravely, *^ if a woman breaks her heart, she 
does it, and says nothing* about it, while a 
man instantly kicks up a row, leaves off his 
coHnrs and manners together, spends a month 
in writing sonnets to the moon, which by 
the way she never answers, and at the ex- 
piration of that month — " 

" Well, what ?" 

^^ Why— resumes his shirt collars and his 
heart together." 

^^ Satisfactory, certainly." 

" There, just look at Sydney, no sooner 
did Sorrow poke that ugly perky nose of hers 
in at the door, than he's off like a shot 
through the window." 

^^ Poor Sydney," said Constance tenderly. 

Archie drew her towards him, and putting* 
his arm round her waist, said, ^^ Now^ Conny, 
look at me." She raised her eyes to his, but 
they sank instantly again beneath the quiver- 
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ing" lashes^ ^^ I want to know/' he continued, 
" why Sydney is ^ poor Sydneyj' and you 
are not ^ poor Constance V No — don't turn 
away ; notwithstanding your cheerful words, 
I know you are fretting^ and pining* to death, 
because we are leaving* Balcombe^are you 
not?'' 

^^ No indeed I" she replied with a start. 
It was perfectly true, the g'reater grief had 
so medicined the less that she had almost 
forgotten they were to leave it at all. 

*^ Pooh 1" muttered Archie, " why didn't 
I catch you in tears only this morning, and 
they were not idle tears, nor common tears 
either, Constance?" 

Poor Constance ! Oh there came over her 
such a longing to lay her head on her brother's 
shoulder and weep away the heavy weight 
that was gathering fast at her heart, there 
was too much strain upon its chords, if not 
looseqed, another moment and it must break. 
But what — give way? ^^No," answered 
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Faith, " not yet — thy task is not yet done ; 
be the comforter now, and bye and bye thou 
ehalt be the comforted." 

80 she answered in a would-be cheerful 
tone, '' Why of courae we muat all feel it a 
g^ood bit at first," — a sig^h forced its way to 
her lips, but she forced it back again, and 
vent on bravely, " but I am sure place has 
nothing to do with happinesB." 

Archie looked at her wistfully, and drew 
her still closer, and the brother and sister 
stood in silence together in the quiet twilight, 
that kept filling the room with a deepening 
obscurity ; the young man looking out upon 
the silent lawn dark with the shadows of the 
sleeping trees, while the young girl, her 
hands on her brother's shoulder, had let her 
thoughts wander on, and fall into the liiture, 
and from out its shadowy depths, t^e voice 
of a great I'ear arose in her soul. 

" Cotistance," said Archie suddenly, "tell 
nie your secret." 
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She started violently^ face^ hands and 
throat hecame crimson^ then the tide ehhed 
and they grew cold as ice^ but it was dark 
and her brother could not see it. 

^^ I mean/' he continued vehemently, ^^ I 
see you contented while I am miserable; 
there's a difference between us, what is it ?" 

^^ Oh Archie !'' she answered, recovering' 
herself, " Fm not always contented, though 
I know I ought to be/' 

" There— that's what I mean, ^ ought to 
be,' I don't feel I ought to be, I don't see 
how I can be." 

<^ Oh brother !" 

^^ Well, I only ask you, what in the world 
is to make me happy ?" 

She was silent a moment, then said with 
an eflPort, ^^ Don't be angry— the love of God, 
and the hope of Heaven." 

She had expected a ^^ Pooh !" but it did 
not come, for he only said — 

^^ I don't realize either, do you ?" 
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She hesitated^ ^^ I trust I do, Archie, if I 
didn't, I should be miserable/' 

'' You r 

" Yes — what is life at its best, but a we6ry 
rotind of toil and nothing'ness, and if, oh if 
there was nothing beyond !'* 

^ Well granting* that, how is one to find 
the remedy ?" 

'^ Mr. Barnard says — *^ 

*^ Hang Mr. Barnard I'' 

" But, I don't like to say it myself j it 
seems so like setting up to preach." 

^^ Don't you fear, I'll soon take you down 
if you do." 

She drew her hand across her face, prayed 
mentally for strength, and when she looked 
up, thf» clear eyes wera without a shadow, 
and the soft voice ceased its tremblings. 

^^ I think the reason why most people are 
fio unhappy, is that they make a great mis- 
take at the first setting out in life." 

^^ Don't doubt it, a great many probably," 
said Archie drily. 
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^^ No, but I mean, one great one— they 
do not love God first." 

^^ Oh, yes, I dare say — I mean of course 
it's all right ; but to tell a man he must love 
God, seems to me not very different fi'om 
telling him he must love the sun or the stars, 
just as much out of his reach as they are.'' 

^^ Just what I said to Mr. Barnard ; no, 
don't be angry — I must tell you. He shewed 
me in the Bible, how many texts there were 
about the love of God for us, and that they 
must mean something, a great deal or no- 
thing — those were his words." 

" Yes, but what has that to do with w ?" 

" Why, don't you see, if we know any one 
loves us on earth, does not that make us love 
them very often in return :" she faltered, and 
the bui-ning crimson dyed her cheeks. 

"Well, yes." 

" Then, if we knoti^ God loves us, ought 
not that to make us love Him, and if we 
love Him, must we not be happy V\ 
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^^ And so that makes you happy/^ he said; 
turning* round upon her. 

She hid her face in her hands^ " Why I 
am contented now^ and bye and bye, happy^ 
I trust/' 

*^ Bye and bye — why not nxm ?" 

^^ Because — because — ■ I want my own 
way too much/' 

^* Do you ? You seem to take most things 
quietly/' 

" I ought to/' 

*^Why?'' 

^^ Because if I know that God has promised 
to order everything for our good^ surely I 
hiust be certain he knows better what is best 
for me, than I do/' 

^' You believe then everything that hap- 
pens to us, is appointed by God ?" 

" Oh yes I" 

" Then you think it is of His ordering 
that we leave Balcombe ?" 

" Yes/' 
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^^ Then that's why you don't repine at it V' 
" Yes, I would not wish it otherwise/' 
" Would you not ? Oh Constance !'' he 
exclaimed with a moment's unreserve, ^^ if 
I could only feel so I" 

In a moment Constance's arms were round 
her brother's neck, and the soft whispering 
of words were in his ear, ^^ Oh 1 Archie, bro- 
ther, ask Ood and He will make you." 

^^ Ask for me I" he said quickly, then 
ashamed of his unusual show of feeling*, 
pushed her ofi^ and turned away on his heel 
whistlings a gay opera tune. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



Oh happy Heaven, how canst thou see my face ! 
Oh happy earth, how canst thou bear my weight! 
Oh death, death, thou ever floating cloud ! 
Thou liest heavy on the heart within ! 

There closing like an individual life. 
In one blind cry of passion and of pain, 
Caught up the whole of love and uttered it, 
Then bade adieu for ever. 

Tennyson, 



Abghie was g'one, and Constance was 
left alone, alone ^^th her pain ! She could 
not bear it ; so catching* up a shawl that lay 
on a box at hand, she went for her garden- 
hat that hung" neglected on a peg in the 
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alcove. She had her hand on the lock of 
^he door which led out into the gtirden^ 
when the nurse appeared like an apparition 
from Bome of the back settlements. ^^ Oh^ 
Miss Constance^ you are not going out at 
this hour^ surely." 

" Oh^ nurse^ let me go.*' Constance could 
say no more j she was too subdued by sorrow, 
and the anticipation of it, to be willingly 
rebellious. 

The nurse in pity to her eager looks, only 
replied, ^^ Well then wrap the shawl a little 
closer, my dear, and mind you don't stay 
ftbove five minutes, in case your mamma 
should ask for you." But Constance was 
already half way down the gravel walk, 
forgetting every thing else but the sense of 
freedom in being away from the supervision 
of other people's eyes. 

She walked on in her quick, rapid way> 
till she came almost to the gate which divided 
the grounds from the road. Then she 
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turned^ and looked back at the house^ already 
growing" dark in the twilight. So quiet 
it looked^ so undisturbed and so familiar in 
its outline, it was di£5icult to realize it was 
*^home" no longer, ^nd a few hours more 
it would be quieter still! Through those 
thick walls, and closed curtains, sleep would 
enter^ and glide from room to room, with 
velvet footstep, like the falling of flakes of 
snow, hushing the aching heart, shutting 
the weary eye, and sealing up the fount of 
tears, till with the revelation of the morning's 
light, should come the revelation of the 
morning's misery. And when that morning 
had come and gone, and grown into yester- 
day, when the pattering sounds of foot- 
steps, the music of young voices, and the 
noise of busy life had quite died out on the 
hearth of that well-loved home, what days 
and weeks of solitude would fall upon that 
house, till its new owners should return from 
a foreign land, to set up their household 
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gods^ on the same altar^ from whence those 
of their predecessors had so rudely fallen ? 
Oh the changes of life ! Its heart-aches^ and 
its heart-pleasures^ and all its running com- 
mentary of April weather ! — storms to de^ 
Tastate^ and hot suns to mature and perfect ! 
Poor Constance, it was just an hour of 
unmitigated sorrow then, and while the 
cloud overshadows, it is difficult to believe 
in the sun. She looked away from her 
forfeited home, and sent a glance of farewell 
over the quiet meadows, and the village 
church, where so many hours of peace had 
been gathered, like flowers in Eden — the 
village school where so much of unrest, and 
restlessness had been got rid of by earnest 
work and busy occupation 3 and further 
still — Oh woman's heart ! The moon had 
already risen, and was beginning to fill the 
world with a tremulous quivering brightness. 
Through the dark roofing of the meeting 
trees over head, here and there a slender 
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thread of silver stole beneath the envious 

boughs and illustrated the darkness with a 

passage of intense light j while the heart of 

Constance winged its way to a bluer sky, 

and a foreign clime^ with the thought that 

perhaps another too^ was gazing on that 

very inoon^ which looks down so calmly 

alike on the happy and the TiTetched^ soothe 

ing the babe to its slumber^ and waking 

the broken-hearted to her vigil of tears. Oh 

how little he knew the misery that was upon 

her I What would he say \^'hen he returned 

and found Balcombe had passed into other 

and stranger hands I for who was there to 

tell him in his foreign home the calamity and 

the trials that had come upon them^ and 

with that thought she hid her face in her 

hands^ and but that she had oome to that 

stage in sorrow which is past tears, she 

could have wept, not for her grief but far 

his. A sound of footsteps in the road which 

ran parallel with the spot where she was 
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standing*^ made her look up^ there was a click 
of the g'ate^ a shadow was cast upon the 
gfround at her feet^ and Edgar Y illiers stood 
before her I 

There was a start on both sides^ a silence^ 
then Edgar said in a faltering voice ^^ Miss 
Conyngham/'— and stopped. While Con- 
stance began murmuring somethings about 
its being late. She was in a hurry, etc. — 
but it was not very intelligible. She foi^ot 
to be surprised at his appearance ; in iact it 
seemed the most natural thing in the world, 
for he had become so a part of her life, that 
wherever she was, it seemed natural that he 
should be so also ; so she inquired after his 
father, as if they had only been separated 
for a week, 

^' Your father, is he better V 

^^ Yes— yes, thank you — he is in Paris, 
now.*' 

^* In Paris !— I thoug'ht you were still at 
Rome." 
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^^ No, we have left it some time/' 

Another silence, then Constance remem-' 
bered it was rather a strange thing too 
that he and she should have met at this hour 
and this spot, so she had better look surprised 
at it. 

^^ And when did you arrive V^ 

^^ Two hours ago/' 

^^I am very glad your father is better— 
you say ?*' 

" Yes — yes, thank you.'' 

^^ I suppose he will soon return home ?" 

^^Yes — no— that is— I — I really don't 
know/' 

. ^^Are your sisters quite well?" and Con- 
stance went on hurriedly asking questions, 
and not very sure about the answers to 
them, both she and Edgar sensible that 
behind all these common places, there lurked 
something all absorbing and affecting the 
lives of both, while both with a natural 
cowardice tried to keep off this crisis that 
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was approachiDg*^ a little longer and a little 
longer; to save hope alive^ and defraud 
pain of its due. In vain! — On the dial- 
plate of Time the hand pointed to the hour^ 
and the hour struck, as it had heen ordained 
it should strike through all Eternity. 

'^ Constance ! tell me^ is it true^ are you 
to leave Balcombe?" and he took her hand. 

^^ Yes, we are ruined f those words were 
pretty calm, not so the next, ^^ it is getting 
very late, indeed I must go,'' and she tried 
to release her hand. 

"Not yet/' and the grasp was iron*— 
^^When?' 

" To-morrow.'* 

He started, and she withdrew her hand^ 
then as she saw the pain in his face, woman- 
like, her first thought was to comfort him. 

*• Did you not know it P' she said gently. 

"I! — No! — some vague reports reached 
me in Paris, and to-night they told me so in 
the village, but not to-morrow. Oh, Con 
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stance^ not to-morrow!'' and the strcmg* 
man's tone was almost a woman's in its 
trembling eagerness. 

^^ YeS; to-morrow — Good bye : " again her 
Yoice had a grate of harshness in it. All her 
feelings she had forced to with their edge 
inwards^ and that jagged edge sorely tore 
and wounded her tender heart. The iron 
grasp closed again upon her hand. 

^^ Constance ! — Constance, I love you I" 

There was a moment's pause, in feeling 
it might have been ages. A whole flood of 
new thoughts and perceptions swept away 
the buttresses on which the old life had 
leant, and Constance found herself as in a 
dream busy with herself and her sensations 
as from some point of view out of, and 
•beyond herself. Then, with a kind of sud- 
den remembrance that an answer was 
expected of her, tried to find the words, 
but they would not come. 

^^ Constance I" 
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She started. Then it was no dream; the 
naming^ would come and dispel it An 
actual reality could it he ! She passed her 
hand over her eyes^ as if to shut out the 
fading* daylig^ht ; the trees tracing their dark 
boughs against the sky^ and the face of 
Edgar Yilliers^ but it seemed to fill up the 
whole horizon of her mind^ and the effort 
was in vain. 

^^ Constance ! — one word !— I ask no more/' 

She looked up^ strength suddenly came 
upon her^ and the words came huskily^ 

^^ No, no — Don't ask me— I can't !" 

Edgar stood for one moment as if stunned, 
then the burning torrent of passion rushed 
from his heart to his lips, but he could 
only utter, 

^^ And the reason.^ 

Her tongue clove to her mouth, but she 
forced herself to murmur, ^^I dare not," 
then drooped away her head out of his 
«ight. 
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^^ Answer me! I have aright toknon^ 
and I mil know I — who has come between 
lis, and who has dared to — ^' 

^' Hush 1 hush 1 — no one — don't — you 
frighten me." 

^^Did I?" replied Edgar, his voice sinking 
down into strange tenderness. ^^Did I? 
forgive me." 

The tone thrilled upon her heart/^ For- 
give/' she murmured — ^* Oh Edgar, what 
have I to forgive?" 

" Dearest 1 then you love me !" 

It was too late; the tacit avowal had 
crossed her lips, she could not recall it, and 
the burning blushes that dyed even the 
very fingers that concealed her face, told too 
visibly the truth. A pause on both sides 
ensued, while she tried to nerve her soul 
into martyr-power. She had long since 
counted the .'cost, and come what might, 
the right must be done. ^^Mr. Villiers," 
she said, striving down the blood into het 



COMING EVENTS. 58 

hearty and trying* to speak calmly^ ^^ I think 
I have said what I have to say/' 

^ But the reason — the reason ? Why 
will you be so cruel !'* 

^^ I— I— I must not I I cannot. Oh Ed- 
^r^ I dare not,'' and she hid her face in 
her hands. 

^^ Is it a point of religion then 7 Ah I 
see — I am not a saint — true — andso^ because 
I don't quite come up to the strictness you 
require, my life must be darkened, and my 
existence blighted !" 

^' Have pity." 

^^ Have you any pity on me ? Gonstancei 
k)ve me, and bye and bye perchance I will 
believe, aye even to the uttermost as you 
would." 

'^ I cai^pot, I cannot" 

" This is folly — madness, what, for a mere 
creedy will you make ship-wreck of two 
fives?" 

"^ Don% don't." 
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^^ Oh Constance^ is this kind V^ 

^' No, but it is r^ht f she drew herself up^ 
and clasped her hands, while the moonlight 
fell full upon her brow I glorious then with 
all the strength of martyrdom* Edgar stood 
before her perfectly motionless; so they 
remained for some minutes, neither spoke : 
then he stretched out his hand, and taking 
hew. held it wMi a longr fingering cksp, tdU 
by degrees his grasp slowly untwined itself; 
her arm went down with a heavy shock, 
and he was gone I 

Constance mechanically seated herself on 
a tomb stone, passed her hand across her 
brow, and strove to rally her scattered 
thoughts ; then sadly shaking her head, as 
if the effort was beyond her, got lip, and 
began to retrace her steps. The grounds 
were passed, the house gained, how, she 
knew not, for the outer objects had lost their 
vividness, and thought within, lay as a 
palpable substance on the strained and 
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^zing eye. She reached her room^ and 
closing the door^ sight and sense then 
deserted her^ and she sank doMHk on the 
floor^ in the attitude^ though not the action 
of prayer^ as though from a dim perception 
that there was her true home and only 
sanctuary of refuge. 

It was not that she thought — Thought 
was not — annihilated by the giant strength 
of a sudden woe. Feeling even was not — 
for her whole being seemed suddenly to 
have become one nerve^ and the blow that 
had crushed her soul^ had so stunned the 
power of perception^ that stricken as she 
was^ from head to foot^ she was too stricken 
to be aware of it. So she lay a long time^ 
her head helplessly pillowed on the floor> 
as though she sought something palpable to 
steady the quivering senses from utter ship- 
wreck in the dead lull that had come over 
her. She tried to think — but oh^ idle, 
mockery — she Ofiiy felt — felt, that the light 
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of her life was extrngoished^ and that the 
lamp of her life homed pale. 

She tried to rouse herself hut the wrung* 
heart closed with a dull aching sound over 
the void within^ that told hut too forcibly 
how eyery hope had been thence crushed out. 
She tried to pray^ but no words were there, 
only the burning, rushing torrent of anguish 
that welled up from her soul, and flowed 
through her whole being, tOl it lay in 
palpable waves of lead on the strained fibres, 
that were drawn tight across her aching 
brain. 

The pQoming light came laughing up the 
summer sky, kissing away the dew that lay 
like tears at the heart of the flowers— the 
little birds began softly to stir themselves 
in their warm nests ; and a strong deep hum 
of universal life lifted itself up from the 
wings of sleep, and rung out the matins of 
nature; then Constance awoke as from a 
long weary dream of pain^ and felt as though 
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the very light of life was crushed out from 
her soul^ yet the peace of Heaven was there^ 
for the poor broken heart looked up to itg 
6od^ and thanked him that He had broken 
it! 
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towards the gentle breath of the summer 
breeze. Only two servants were to go with 
them^ thdr old nurse was one ; the rest had 
been dismissed^ most of them were already 
g'one^ and the house now looked doubly 
lonely. Constance stood beside Basil^ out- 
wardly calm as one of the marble statues 
in their own hall^ with her hands tig'htly 
locked together^ and her whole frame set into 
a passive rigidity. But she on whom^ dur- 
ing the last three months^ the whole family 
had been accustomed to rely^ could not be 
dispensed with at that hour. 

^^ Oh Constance ! mamma is fainting* !'^ 
shrieked Effie^ and Constance rousing her- 
self with a start^ went to her mother. 

Her voice sounded strangely unnatural 
even to herself, when unlocking her Kps for the 
first time during the last twelve hours, she 
tried to cheer her ; then Katherine came to 
her, to beg her to fasten her basket for her, 
and Effie said she had lost her book she was to 
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read in the train^ ^^ Could Constance find it 
for her ?^' and 

^' Oh Constance/' said Archie, '^ the button 
is oflF my glove, — do sew it on, there's a 
good girl." 

^^ I say/' called out Gerald from the gar- 
den, "just come here, Constance, do, I want 
you." 

" Pray don't go and leave me all/* pro- 
tested Mrs. Conyngham, " here, Constance, 
I feel so faint, is there no sal-volatile out ? 
No I how tiresome, you really ought to think 
a little, and not leave me to do everything—^ 
just unpack that basket, and see if there is 
none at the bottom.'' 

Then came the carriage, the final adieu 
and the parting tear ; but Constance wept 
not, her dark eyes gazed on straight before 
her, open and tearless. She only stood for 
a moment beneath the old portals that had 
opened to them for the last time 3 but Gerald 
called her, and she went instantly — searched 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

'' Daughter, they seem to saj. 
Peace to thy heart. 
"We too— yes, daughter, 

Hare been as thou art. 
Hope lifted — ^hope depressed. 

Seeing in part, 
Tried, troubled, tempted, 
Sustained as thou art." 

Mrs, SoiUhey. 

'^ Constance ! Constance I make haste ! 
The carriage will soon be here, and break- 
fast has been waiting these two hours! 
What are you not ready ?^' — and Gerald 
burst into his sister's room, the next morning. 

They had to start early, for it was some 
way from the station, and a long journey 
by railway was before them. 
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They reached the railway station. They 
were too many for one carriagfe^ so Constance^ 
Archie and Gerald found themselves dis* 
posed of in a separate one. Constance^ her 
face pressed close against the window^ 
watched the trees^ houses and banks as they 
flew swiftly by, while her own thoughts came 
and went in the same way on the disc of 
her mind and left no trace behind them, for 
her heart was slowly weaving out from them 
a story and a chant, which seemed as if it 
were to be the key-note of her ftiture life. 

^^ Beg pardon, ma'am, would you like the 
window up, do you find too much draught?'' 
said a burly man who sat opposite to Con- 
stance, whose face and comfortable propor- 
tions suggested a lion's share in the good 
things of this world. He repeated the ques- 
tion Constance had not heard, but at last 
through the infinite depths of her infinite 
misery, somethhiff about shutting windows 
and draughts reached her, ^^ Thank you, no 



64 COMIKG EVENTS. 

— I prefer it open,'' she felt she should 
suffocate if it were doaed. 

^^ Dreadful state the country's in^ Sir/' 
resumed the gentleman^ appealing* to Archie, 
^^like the Times, Sn-r 

'^ No, no thank you ; is there any news in 

itr 

'' Ministers were in the minority kst night 
-Dizzy's speech was a splendid affiur^beat 
Russell hollow — country going to the dogs 
as fest as it can." 

So they talked on, and every now and then, 
a word or two fell into the vast depth of Con- 
stance's agony, and sent up an echo of pain, 
^^ Government measures — foreign policy — 
rise and fell of funds." What did it all 
mean? What did it all matter? How 
puny, how insignificant seemed the affairs 
of this restless, hot, and fevered world I A 
few more years, the scenes would be shifted, 
the actors gone, the very drama itself would 
be changed, and all that was now engrossing 
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the minds of men succeeded by a new phan- 
tasmagoria and a fresh melo-dramic effect ! 
Oh^ the littleness of life and the greatness of 
it I The littleness of its outward mecha- 
nism^ the round of daily toil and pleasure^ 
and the greatness of its inner spring — love^ 
and patience^ and steady endurance^ the cou- 
rag*e that conquers^ and the faith that over- 
cometh the world I 

Presently the gentleman^ whose mind 
seemed to tally very well with his appear- 
ance^ turned to Ck)nstance with another re- 
mark — 

^^ Don't take much interest in politics^ I 
see, Ma'am/' 

" No/' she replied faintly. 

" Don't blame you, Ma'am j I often say, I 
envy you ladies, sitting so quietly on your 
chairs with nothing on earth to do, but spend 
the money we gentlemen get for you j now 
'pon my word, pleasant life it must be — un- 
common easy I very." 
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^ Very easy.'* 

Gonstanoe tmoansdoodj echoed his words^ 
but there was no meaning attached ix} them. 
Ah ! how little we know the whole stream of 
joj and 8<Nrrow that is circling round the 
hearts even of those who ait at the same 
hearth^ and share the same couch! Her 
companion scarcely noticed Gonstanoe at all> 
except as a quiet common-plaoe enough look- 
ing girl, like every other young lady ; how 
^ittle he knew that she was at that very mo- 
inent drinking the cup of sorrow and baptized 
in the baptism of tears. 

'^ How far are we now, Constance ?" said 
Gerald/giving a capacious yawn, ^^ half way^^ 
eh ? How absent you are ! Are we nearly 
there I say ? Oh Tm so tired !'' 

^^ Not yet, it is only just one o'clock/' 

^^ Bother. Oh there— look there I see that 
hill covered with trees and the spire peeping 
out, it's the very picture of Harrow." 

^^Is it ?" she said, rousing herself and trying 
to look interested. 
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^^ Oh I wonder what the fellows are doings 
there now I Next half I should have been 
in the fifth form^ and then there would have 
been an end of that perpetual hoUoa-ing of 
^ Boys I' Oh bless the baby I" he continued, 
turning* round upon his next neighbour, who 
was trying to coax a crying child into silence. 
^^ What a row it is kicking up I^' 
It certainly was no dummy on the scene 
of action, and tho proprietor of this crying 
specimen of humanity, a lady with a very 
careworn face^ in vain coaxed it and scolded 
at it by tuims. Constance gave a glance at 
the mother's lace, and read in the pale brow 
and sunken eye the shadow of the same 
cross that was resting so heavily on her own 
heart, and she yearned, as every woman's 
heart does instinctirely, towards that poor 
little child crying so lustily for the very rea- 
son it had nothing to cry abouit. She coaxed 
it to come and sit on her knee, by help of 
shewing it the pictures in Archie's ^ Punch,' 
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and when once there it was not so easy to 
get rid of it 

^^ Constance/' said Archie^ bending across 
and speaking* in a low whisper^ ^^ what are 
you bothering yourself with that screeching^ 
baby for ? How very silly of you P' 

^^ Oh let me have it a little while/' 

^^ Well, take your own way, but I must 
say you have a very odd taste/' and he set- 
tled himself back in his seat, took o£P his hat 
and composed himself to sleep, while Con* 
stance sat with the child on her knee, finding 
a strange kind of solace in the touch of its 
soft little fingers and curls of hair. There 
is no comfort like that a child can give, and 
she drew real strength from its poor little 
brpken lispings. 

^^ Are you cold ?" at last asked she of the 
lady who sat opposite, as she saw her shiver^ 
" shall I close the window ?" 

The lady looked up gratefully, " But you 
will find it so close 7" 
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^^ Not in the least^ if you would rather — 
you are not well I fear V' 

'^ Not very, I have had a cough for many 
months." 

'^ Have you really ? 1 am sorry/' 

There was so much sympathy in the tone^ 
that the lady found herself drawn with a 
strange mesmeric attraction to Constance^ 
and hegan quite to give a confidential ac- 
count of her ways of life, &c. when Gerald 
roused himself and wanted answers to his 
stdng of questions^ and the stout gentleman 
opposite recommenced a slight sku-mish, 
which he called conversation. 

^^ Do you know London well V^ he said, 
addressing Constance. 

" Not very/' 

" You are hound there now, I suppose.'* 

" Yes." 

^^ I always live there/' he replied, as if he 
was revealing a particularly interesting fact. 

*' Do your 
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^* Yes, in Westbourne Terrace — nice part 
that — do you know it?" 

•^ I believe I do/' 

^^ Finest Terrace in London I always say, 
so many advantages too— near Kensington 
Grardens — country enough for me, as I 
always say, all the year round. Fine trees 
there, am't they ?" 

« Very fine." 

^^ — And my house, (nice houses you know 
in Westbourne Terrace) I consider quite a 
gem," — and he went on to describe the 
8£vre porcelain in his drawing tooms, and 
how much the paintings in his dining room 
had cost, and what a fine set of caste he was 
expecting over from Italy, and through it 
all the wrung heart smiled patiently and an- 
swered gently, for the feet of &ith had 
firmly planted themselves in trust, and up 
through the depths of ite dreary anguish 
looked the half spent and tired spirit, longing 
to lay down the burthen of ite passionate 
sorrow, and be at rest. 
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^^ Hurra P^ exclaimed Gerald, ^^here we 
are ! Look sharp — Constance, got all your 
traps r 

^^ There^s a carpet bag under the seat, 
mind/' said Archie to the guard as they got 
out ; ^^ here I must go and look after the bag- 
gage ; Gerald, do you see the others V^ 

^^ There's the governor getting out of that 
carriage." 

^^ WeU, come on then, I must see to the 
luggage.'^ 

The luggage was at last disinterred from 
its catacomb and hauled on two cabs, and 
soon they were rattling through the busy 
bulling streets of London. It was already 
dark and the gas lamps in the streets, sent 
forth their tiny tongue of flame to guide the 
passers to and fro. What a strange sight it 
was ! The gas lamps glared fitfully down 
on the faces of hundreds and thousands of 
men; here it fell upon the hard, careworn 
fkce of the practical man ; tibere upon the 
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pale sad face of some lonely mourner ; the 
fair spotless cheek of innocence^ and the dark 
sullied brow of crime ; the pattering steps of 
the future inheritor of earth's trial and strife, 
and the bent figure of the old man, who ere 
many suns had set, must sleep upon his 
weapons till the day of final doom. Oil 
rolled those wheels, and out from that vast 
city, there arose a Babel of sounds, the faint 
cry of sorrow, the loud chorus of triumph, the 
shout that told that another son was born 
into the world, and the wail that another 
had passed out of it for ever ; and through 
it all a softness and a silence in the midst of 
this infinite bustle— the beating of the pulse 
of religion in the heart, and the still small 
voice of God in the soul — the leaven hid in 
three measures of meal, till the whole was 
leavened. 

The different faces passed before Constance 
as in a dream, yet she found her thoughts 
busy with them and their destiny, with pa- 
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tient study seeking to evolre the hidden his« 
tory of each separate soul^ from the writing 
on their brow. Through the outer veil of 
the bodfly temple^ her eye went striving to 
pierce even into the very Holy of Holies, 
the inmost spirit, where the lamp of life burns 
daily before the shrine of God, and His pre* 
sence abides forever between' the cherubin 
on the mercy seat. Had she fOTgotten her 
own sorrows then? No, the eyes were still 
open and tearless, and on that pale quiet £ace 
a bitter pain and a past struggle wrote them- 
selves in characters of woe. 

At last they began to drive more slowly, 
entered a gloomy looking street, and the 
cabman stopped before one of the houses 
in it. 

^^ Oh, this must be wrong," exclaimed Effie, 
who was in the same cab with her father, 
mother and Archie, starting out of the 
doze into which she had fallen. ^[ Coach- 

VOL. II. E 
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man ! Coachman I this is not the house^ it 
can't be/' 

^'Beg* pardon^ Ma'am^ you said Grower 
Street^ and this is Qower Street/' 

This reasoning* was too conclusive, and 
Effie had no resource but tears. 

^^ Oh^ mamma I papa ! let us go back, we 
never can exist in this place Papa ! papa ! 
tell him to go back— ho, do !" 

^^ Be quiet, Euphemia/' answered Archi^ 
in an unusually stem tone, *^ don't be such a 
regular baby/' 

It was not worse than other London houses, 
but all London houses wear an aspect of 
g'loom, till the Lares and Penates of domestic 
life have been set up in them, then they acr 
quire a sanctification of their own, all the 
more complete because of the isolation, and 
yet bustle, of a London life. The windows 
with their wire blinds, staring* at the win* 
dows opposite with their blinds, and the red 
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cHmney pots of each house repeated in un« 
varying monotony^ through every street^ are 
not cheering sights^ while the smoke^ the 
noise, and the hustle never fail to depress 
those who have heen used to green fields and 
fresh air. So no wonder Mrs. Conyngham 
sank down on the nearest chair, and gave 
way to a flood of hysterical tears, and the 
rest of the party seemed rather inclined to 
follow in the same track, while Constance 
looked from one to the other in a kind of 
dream. 

Then came the sad tea, the moving of the 
little wheels of Ufe, though its greatest one 
he broken ; the clatter of cups and saucers, the 
attempt to eat, the attempt to talk, with sud- 
den jerks, and long pauses, the lighting of 
candles, the smothered ^ Good night,' only 
whispered, lest tears should follow, the going 
up stairs — and then ? 
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God has many ways of dealing with Ids 
children^ to some He appoints it to be— 

'' Bathed in baths <^ many tears^ 
'^ Hissing hot with burning fears, 
** And batter'd bj the strokes of doom 
** To uBOj and purpose.'* 



END OF PAET I. 



PART II 



CHAPTER I. 



Her lot is on ^rou — silent tears to weep, 

And patient smiles to wear tliroagh suffering's hour, 

And Bumless riches from affection's deep, 

To pour on broken reeds,— a wasted show'r ! . 

And to make idols, and to find them clay, 

And to bewail that worship —therefore pray ! 

Her lot is on you — to be found untired^ 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pain. 
With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspir'd, 
And a true heart of hope — though hope be vain ; 
iBCeeklj to bear with wrong, to cheer decay, 
And>h ! to love through all things — ^therefore pray ! 

Mr9^ Heman9% 

r 

^ Two years had passed^ and brought with 
them a gap in the * Conyngbam family ; 
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tbere was a vacant place at the household 
boards an unfilled chaur by the household 
hearth^ a breach left in the hearts of the 
living; though as Time had passed on^ it 
had brought healing on its wings^ and 
the flowers of the Present had come up over 
the grave of the Past^ and hid its deep 
void from view. 

Mrs. Conyngham^ soon after their arrival 
in Gower Street^ had caught a violent fever^ 
which^ in her always delicate healthy soon 
laid her in the tomb. One short day of 
burning fever, and utter unconsciousness, 
the next, her soul awoke to another world. 

We are suspended as by a single thread 
over the gulf of eternity; one throb the 
less or the more of our hearts ; one drop 
of water going a little out of the right way ; 
the closing of one little valve, or the giving 
way of one little spring; and the thread 
of life is broken^ and we are precipitated 
into that gulf for ever I 
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Yet habit has so accustomed us to our 
situation^ that we have learnt to laug^h 
and sin^ and make merry over it; while 
the lemons of the Heavenly host perchance 
gttze on with fear^ till that very thread 
of life is wet with their tears ! 

Mr. Conyng^ham^ since his wife^s death, 
had had another slight paralytic stroke^ 
which had rendered him still more a con^ 
finned invalid both in body and mind* 
Sydney was still with his regiment at the 
Cape. Archie had settled down into a 
matter-of-fact clerk in the mercantile house 
of a cousin of his father's; and as for 
Gerald^ nothing yet had been settled for 
him, as he was still at King's College, 
though the prospect of getting into a public 
office loomed for him in the distance ; while 
the three girls, and Basil, sat day after day 
in the quiet drawing-room, Katherine still 
busy crocheting her life away, Effie idling hers 
away. And Constance, oh what a change 
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iiad pasfied over her^ since near four yesirs 
tigo she had fid;ood on the hill with Mr. 
Barnard^ complaining that she was '^ doing 
nothing/^ Sis battle was oter^ the weapons 
of his warfare laid aside^ the toil^ and the 
turmoil of his life stayed for ever in Heaven ; 
while she/ she was nox^ in the very, midst 
of that seething boiling world, she then 
had only looked at from a distance; the 
strife was at its height^ and in the arena 
of life she struggled with her foes. 

But little of that hot restlessness of mind 
now remained^ it had long ^nce been quenched 
in weepings and though the baptism of tears 
had passed^ the waiting by the cross of grief 
had come. Her life still flowed forth in 
silent tears^ and died into the murmur of 
an inarticulate sigh^ as it grew into one long, 
unfainting prayer for the loved and the 
lost one ; while daily^ hourly, her heart lay 
in light before the Throne of God, pleading 
for him who would not plead f6r hijnself. 



COMING EVENTS. 81 

Mr. Conyn^ham had so completely broken 
with his former friends^ that few of them 
knew even where he lived in London ; so she 
never heard of Edgar Yilliers now^ he and she 
were as far apart^ and farther^ than if a 
hemisphere divided them. 

Silence as of the grave lay upon him and 
his fate^ and she tried as little as might be 
to disturb the ashes of a dead hope. She 
had watched by the death-bed of her old life, 
and seen it laid a white corpse in the grave 
of the Past, and the long shadows had 
now come up^ and quietly slept across the 
floor of the Present. But the sorrow had 
worked its intended work. She had arisen 
from it, and was strong. Sorrow crushes 
down some men into death, and raises others 
into fulness of life. There are sick who lie 
for ever by the pool of Bethseda, waiting in 
vain for the healing of the waters; there 
are others to whom the word of power 
comes at once^ ^^ Take up thy bed and walk ;" 

E 2 
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and so the token of their former weakness^ 
becomes the proof of their new gained 
strength. Constance Conyngham mi^ht have 
gone through life an idle dreamer^ iuU of the 
aesthetics of life. She would have let go its 
practical realities. She would have pointed 
the telescope of her eighty so as to sweep 
the fields of Heaven^ and in so doing would 
have trodden under foot the meek flowerets 
of every-day duties. Not so now, the rough 
angles of her character were rubbed off, its 
hard lines softened, and the long lesson 
of patient waiting, and complete submission 
to the Divine will, taught to one whose 
.whole soul naturally was all a glow with hot 
energy, and whose whole will was all on 
fire to work out its own devices. 

It was the close of a dull rainy afternoon* 
In the dining-room of Gower Street, Archie 
was writing, Gerald had just returned from 
King's College', Katherine was working, and 
Dffie was flitting from window to window, 
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making^ ecientific observations on the state 
of the weather. At last^ turning to h^ 
brother^ she said, 

^^ Archie, do you think the rain will soon 
leave oflf ?'* 

"Sooner than your tongxie will, I'd lay 
any wager/' said Gerald, looking up from 
his attempt to make his Latin verses, ^^ this 
is the sixth time you've asked that ques- 
tion." 

"Well, it gives one the blues to see it 
rain like that. Oh, but I do think it is 
clearing in that comer — Don't you, Gerald?" 

" Bother the corner," was all the answer 
she got. 

"Oh there goes a woman along! — Isn't 
she a figure ?" said Effie half to herself, and 
half for the benefit of whoever chose to listen, 
as she returned to her post of observation 
at the window — " Oh Archie, please come — 
do just look at her dress, it is all over mud- 
just come, do please !" 
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^^ My dear EfBie, I can see muddy dresses 
any day/' 

^^ Oh but she's such a figure !'' 

^* Well I can see figures too anywhere." 

^^ Oh but dor 

^^ Do— what ?— I wish you would do, and 
not shake the room so. My writing begins 
to look as if it had got the St. Vitus's dance/' 
said Archie, good humouredly, at the same 
time putting his pen down and going to the 
window, ^> Well, and where's the sight ?'' 

^^ Oh she's gone— but now, Archie, please 
sit down, I want to talk to you.'' 

'^ What will Messrs. Weir and Harris say 
if I do V' 

^^ Oh let them scold, it won't hurt them." 

^^ But it may me though — seriousl}^, Effie, 
I must finish this letter I'm copying." 

" Just one little minute I — Oh I'm so 
tired," (giving a great yawn.) 

^^ Of what I— Doing nothing ?" 

'' No-of this tread-mm life." 
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^^ Of this what ? 

^^ Of this tread-mill existence/^ and there 
was a greater amount of emphasis than usual 
in Effie's g'enerally light tones. 

^^ My dear/' said Archie, looking* rather 
shocked. 

^^Oh don't ^my dear' me — always the 
same — heef-stakes to-day, mutton-chops to- 
morrow. I hate it T' 

^^ Hate what — ^the mutton-chops V 

" No, everything.'' 

'^ Inclusive, certainly.'' 

'' Oh Archie, don't.'' 

^^ Don't what?— Why, Effl what is the 
matter ?" 

^'Only that some day, when you come 
home from the City, you'll find me hanged 
in the garret, and Katherine strangled in 
the kitchen, and the verdict wUl he, ^ Died 
of ennui.' " 

^^ Gammon," muttered Oerald over his 
verses, ^^ I tell you what, Effie, it's all a 
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regular piece of humbug ! 3^ou idle away 
your time so^ no wonder you are sick to 
death of everything*/' 

^^Well, if you want a change^ murder 
me to-night/' said Archie, ^^ and they^l hang 
you for it in a week or two — there 1 won't 
that be one !'' 

*^ It's all very fine for you to talk ! j^ou, 
who go to the City every-day, and see 
lots of people I while we— we might as well 
be in a nunnery at once." 

'^ Only that you wouldn't have the pleasure 
of my company; besides, my dear/' said 
Archie kindly, ^^ What am I to do?— shall I 
advertise for a little society for you ?" 

*• It would be no upe. But I wish you 
would see how very dull it is/' 

^^ But I do see, my dear ; but I can only 
say again, what am I to do ? I can't drag 
people into the house. I can't proclaim at 
Charing Cross, that I want a little cheerftil 
society for my sisters — can I? Oh here 
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comes Constance^ perhaps she can throw 
some light upon the subject !" 

In came Constance^ with that peculiar soft 
gliding step that had grown upon her 
lately^ ready dressed for dinner^ with smooth 
brown hair lying so smooth and stilly round 
the calm twilight face. 

*^0h Archie^ I didn't know you were 
returned/' she said : ^^ You are earlier than 
usual^ are you not ? — ^but what a bad fire !" 
She went up to it^ stirred it into a cheerful 
blaze^ for the evening was chilly. Then 
she cleared the table of the books and 
papers Kttering it, in preparation for tHe 
eloth being laid for dinner^ and moved 
quietly about the room^ putting it in order. 
Wherever she went a softening influence 
seemed to follow, the very chairs themselves 
Beemed to gi*ow less woodeny^ and more 
pliant^ till insensibly the room itself^ and 
the people in it^ grew brighter and more 
sunshiny. 
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Then she summoned Effie^ who was always 
late for everything*, to come and get ready 
for dinn^. She whp had onee been the 
yery acme of untidiness and unpunctuality, 
was now gpenerally the haetener of the 
others. Then came the call to dinner^ for 
Mr. Conyngham w^is always fidg^etty if 
every one was not in their places at the 
exact moment. 

Basil^ of course^ did not dine late^ being 
both too young* and too delicate^ so he had 
tea upstairs. During* all dinner Effie was 
very silent. She looked across at Constance 
sitting* opposite ha*, and watched her so 
quietly helping* the potatoes, and thought to 
herself, " Well, now, it's very fiinny, bnt 
Constance don't seem half so tired of things, 
and cross as I am. I suppose she is better 
fit for this kind of life than I am. She 
doesn't mind going on, always the same, 
every day — some people don't.'* 

Oh how little can one judge of another I 



They who havQ been brought through, fire 
and water out at lafit into a wealthy place^ 
shall we call theirs an easy lot^ for is not the 
smell of the fire still upon them^ and the 
elinging weeds of the drowning wave V^ 

After dinner Mr. Conyngham liked to be 
left alone in the dining-room to take a little 
nap^ while the rest of the family proceeded 
to the drawing-room. 

"Fve made up my mind/' was Effie's 
bracular speech^ as she drew her chair near 
the fire. At which solemn remark every one 
naturally looked up. 

^^ What's in the wind now V was Grerald's 
not uncalled for inquiry. 

^^I shall go out teaching/' was Effie's 
answer in the same tone. 

^^ YoUy' ejcdaimed Archie^ as he burst 
out laughing^ ^^ Whaty in the name of good- 
ness ?— well — well, wonders will never cease ; 
We shall have the p<^r set to reforming the 
tongs in the next place, I suppose — y^m 
teach— well that is a good jole I" 
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^^ Laugh away/' said Effie^ poiitin^^ ^^ Vm 
in earnest^ I assure you." 

^^Poohl^' was Gerald's laconic commen* 
tary on this remark. 

*^ You neednH ^ pooh-pooh' so — ^you'll see 
some day/' 

^^BoshP' he replied, growing* more con* 
temptuous still. . ^^You, who don't hardly 
know what two and two make — a pretty 
hash it would he indeed !" 

^^And what do you propose teachmg?'r 
continued Archie, who had not yet recovered 
from his fit of laughing, ^^ Mathematics and 
astronomy, astrology and geology, all the 
arts and sciences, of course ; all the living 
languages, and all the dead ones — dancing 
in every style, tight-rope included ; piano^ 
forte, fiddle, kettle-drum, and hag^pipes, 
if required." 

" You can laugh, if you please," said 
£fBe, still in the same grave tone, ^^you 
wont laugh bye and bye, when you see 
that I mean it " 
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*^ No, do you really ?'' repUed Constance 
anxiously. 

^^Oh, that's good;' cried Gerald, ^Hook 
at Constance, if she isn't green enough to 
swallow it 1^' 

**You are very aggravating*, (Jerald/* 
answered poor Effie, with something* like an 
inclination to cry; *^you are all of you 
always at me about my being so idle, and 
a hundred things, and now just when I do 
want really to be useful, you all set to 
laughing — it's too bad/' 

^^ Never mind, Effie,'' interrupted Con- 
stancy quickly ; ^^ they don't mean it, dear, 
indeed they don't — only the idea is so very 
new — it does take away one's breath rather 
at first." 

^^ Really," said Katherine, who had been 
too paralyzed to speak before ; *^ I wonder, 
Effie, how you can think of such a thing. 
A Coiiyngham to turn governess I" 

" Bosh," growled Gerald again. 

^^ Not at all so," replied Katherine^ with 
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dignity^ ^^ there is no need for it, and ev^y 
one owes something* to their name// 

: ^^ Something to their fiddlesticks ! If Effie 
nally does mean it^ why she's a braver girl 
than I took her to be — ^that's all P * 

^ . /^ I dto't agree with you — why should 
she work for her living ?*' 

: ^Oh^pbohP: 

. *^ Come, don't fight about it !" interrupted 
Archie, merrily, ^^ as for the dignity Kathe-^ 
idne 18 so careful about— thafs huD]ft)ug — 
whether it is advisable, is another question - 
eh, Effie r 

^* Oh, yes, but it is ; I'd rather, oh I'd 
rather break stones on the road, then live on, 
all my life as I'm doing now," exclaimed 
Effie, vehemently. 

; ^^Well, my dear, that being the state of 
the case, try, by all means, breaking the 
heads of a few pupils first/' 

^^But what will the governor say ?'' sug-- 
gested Gerald. 

: f^ What, papa?" said Constance, who never 
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could endure the ^ youug* England style of 
appellation for fathers/ Ob^ of coui^e^ it 
must depend on l^hat he says/' 

^* Well, don't kick up a row about it, thctt's 
all/' was Gerald's parting salute as he took 
up his books, and went up to his attic to 
|xrepare : for to-morrow and King's College. 

The'jeat of the family had gone to bed, 
Biid Ardiie was still seated in the arm chair 
before the fire, his feet on the fender, enter- 
taining himself with the pleasant little 
delusion that he was reading the Times, 
when* the drawing-room dow opened, and 
Constance appeared : ^^ Eh !" said Archie, 
looking up suddenly^ and giving a f^w 
suspicious little rubs to his eyelids^-** Why, 
Constance, I thought you were snoring- by 
this time-^ What's happened ?" 

^^ Nothing, only I want to talk to yo.u/' 

•^ WeU~talk on/' 

^^ No — you mustn't read, "she said, taking 
the paper out of his hand, ^^ I want tp as^t 
yo'ar advice." / 
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<a feel flattered/' 

« Well, but listen/' 

"What's the matter? Any thing* wrong 
with the commissariat department V^ 

^^ Now, Archie dear, do be serious. I 
really want to consult you/' 

" My dear sister I" and his face instantly 
changed, he got up and placed a chair for 
her: *^What a brute I am — What is it? 
You look pale, has anything gone wrong ?" 

^^ No — no, it is only about Effie/' 

" Effie I What does she want f 

" Nothing, only she has made up her mind 
to go out, as daily governess, and nothing I 
can say can move her from it/' 

" Very glad to hear it, and my best wish 
for you and her is, that you may never be 
more successful/' 

"Archie! Why?" 

" Why ? — because it will be the best thing 
for her : a little real steady exertion will do 
her oceans of good/' 

" The employment — ^yes, but — '' 
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' ^adon^tlikebutsr 

" Why, I mean, Effie is very pretty/' 

''Onledit:' 

"Well, I think she is both too young 
and too pretty to go out into the world as 
a governess/' 

"Too young— not a dayl Pretty — well 
certainly she is not bad looking. But as to 
going out into the world, I don't suppose 
she meditates becoming a peripatetic in- 
structor of youth." 

" No,'' said Constance laughing. 

"Located in one quiet house, a strict 
mother to scold her, and a few tiresome 
children for her to scold, I must own, I 
don't see the danger of that.'' 

^^ Then you counsel it." 

" I do — Effie wants rousing. Why, every 
day when I come home from the City, it is 
really enough to give one the blues for a life 
timej to see her." 

"She seems bright enough sometimes 
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too/' said Ck>iistance^ considering; ^^yester- 
erenmg^ for instance.^ 

^^ M J dear sister^ y onr innocent ignorance 
b teudmig; I had beea already working 
at the pumps for the last hour^ to prevent 
the water from gaining ground in the hold. 
When you came in^ you cmly saw the result 
of my lahours/' 

" Poor Archie f how heneyolent of you !" 

^ You may laugh^ hut I assure you I'm 
growing conceited : Fm beginning to think 
myself necessary to the welfiEO^ of the family^ 
if it is only as Court J ester J^ 

" Dear^ dear Archie^ how very, very good 
of you.'' The tears were in Constance's 
eyes, and her arm was round his neck. ^ 

^^ I really mean it, you see," and he passed 
Ins. hand tenderly over the smooth bands 
of dark hafar that rested on his shoulder, f 
"when I saw you striving and striving, 
and trying to make the family wheel go 
Msy." 
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'*■ Oh Archie, please, don't,'' 
^^Now, he quiet— let me have my say* 
Well, I said to myself, if a fellow can't he a 
saint, at least he can do something towards 
eheeringf people up a bit, so you see though 
I do talk such egregious nonsense often, it 
hasn't such a had root after all." 

^^ Oh hrother dear, if you only knew what 
a comfort you are to us I" 

" Am I though ? Do you really think it ? 
Well, I am glad. Do you remember, long 
ago, something you said to me the last 
evening at— at home--about — about God 
knowing what was best for us 2 Well, I have 
got to feel that true, partly, and I do think 
now it was best, though I thought it then 
very hard — that all happened as it did." 

^^ Thank God," murmured Constance, and 
she could have cried. Then Archie said, 
after a pause, half to himself as it were ; 
" It is very strange how unhappy one often 
is, till one finds a particular position, and 

VOL. II F 
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then one settles so contentedly down ihto 
it/' 

' '^ Don't you think that is^ because we were 
all sent into the world with a view to our 
filling some particular niche in life? It 
may be here or there —high up or low down 
— a superior or a subordinate position^ it 
doesn't matter which^ it is ours ; and till we 
find it, we feel as if our characters were 
informed, and our lives left unfinished/' 
' ^^ And when we have found it?" 

^^ Then we settle into it, because, as Syd- 
hey Smith expresses it, *We have found 
out what nature intended us for.' " 

'^ What a curious expression I Very few 
people, I think, do find out t every one trots 
on or is driven along the same road in these 
days — girls must play and squall, whether 
they've voices or not — ^boj^s must hammer 
c ut their Latin verses, whether they can or 
no. 

f^ Yes, and after all, one half of one's life 
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is often spent only in learning^ what we 
spend the other half in forgetting"." 

"A profound remark that, Constance/' 
he said laughiqg, then added^ aftera moment's 
pause, in a tone in which seriousness and 
amusement strangely . mingled, ^^ So then^ 
after all, my position is to he Court Jester, 
to the Conyngham Family/' 

" No— no— it is to he the hest of brothers/' 
She kissed him, and wishing him good night* 
left the room, surprised at the real ftmd of 
good that lurked beneath his careless sur- 
face. mirth, and equally so to find how easy 
it began to be to talk to him in, what a year 
or two ago he would have called, a methodist 
style. The leaven of sorrow had already 
begun to work in more than one of that 
family. 
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CHAPTER II. 



"Would we only see 
That hope, and joy, the growth of lower earth 
Pall from us, and another truer birth 

Of the same things may be, 
That the new buds are travelling up behind, 
Though hid as yet beneath the naked rind ; 

We should not then resign 
All gladness, when spring's promises depart, 
But 'mid our wintriest bareness should find heart 

To join our song with thine. 
Strong to fulfil in 3pirit, and in voice 
That hardest of all precepts — to rejoice. 

Trench, 



So Effie was to be a gfoverness after all ! 
It seemed very strange, and many were the 
talks and discussions it occasioned; but 
Effie was resolved to try a new kind of life, 
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she was so tired of the old— she Wanted to 
see more of the world, and to turn governess 
seemed to her the only means attainahle^ 
just at that moment, to that end. So one 
day she persuaded her father to consent to 
her plan ; in fact, he was too much of an 
invalid to make much opposition to it ; and 
the next step was to look out for children tQ 
teach. Ho w that was to be done was another 
question^ Constance had only some vague 
floating ideas about adver tisement^,, ai^d Effie, 
if she thought at all about it, seemed to 
expect that a miraculous interposition let 
situations fall into people's laps as they were 
wanted, 

^^ Katherine,*' said Constance, a few mom* 
ings after Effie's announcement of her resolve 
— *^ it has just struck me, perhaps, it would 
be well to go to-day to Bowdery and 
Kirby, that stationer's shop in Oxford Streetj^ 
and inquire if they know of any governesses' 
situations — I know they often do — and they 
know us well, there — " 
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^^Wen,andiftlieydor 

^^ Why^ it might do fat 13&e ; if she is 
determined^ I see no use in waiting*^ and 
I have heard that booksellers are often, 
a good deal in the way of hearing* about 
those kind of things/' 

*^ Very likely they are/' replied Katherine^ 
coldly. 

^^ Then you will come Y* 

^^ Indeed I will do no such thing 1" 

^* But how can I go alone ?'* 

^^ Don't be in such a hurry — no one wants 
you to go. I have already given my opinion 
on the impropriety of the proceeding alto- 
gether— if Effie chooses to be so foolish— I 
can't help it— but I'll have nothing to say 
to it in any way." 

« But,—" 

^^ Pray spare me, you know my opinion, 
and nothing you can say wiU alter it," and 
as if to avoid the subject Katharine opened 
a book, and began to read. 
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' Constance felt the colour mountbg^. into 
her face With annoyance^ something^ of th* 
oM spirit came upon her^ and a half 
^^ Well, I think 3'ou might/' escaped her lips^ 
but it was not finished, for she left the 
room. 

^^ Where are you going, sister Conny ?'^ 
said Basil, when his sister a few minutes 
after came into the still so-called nursery 
with her cloak on. 
• ^* I'm going out, dear." 

^^ Out, not alone ?" replied Basil, who had 
a high sense of proprieties. 

" Yes, dear, I am.'' 

^^ Oh, hut can't one of them go with you." 

"No, besides I'm quite old enough to 
take care of myself — I feel quite, quite old,'- 
she repeated to herself in a dreamy tone, ai 
she tied on her bonnet. — ^^^Yes," she con- 
tinued, in her favourite habit of talking to 
herself, as she looked at her face in the glass^ 
^ I really do look quite old, though I am- 
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not yet two and twenty — and some people 
at my age — well — never mind — I suppose 
my hair will soon be grey — I think Tm very 
changed — I wonder^ oh^ I wonder, whether 
he — Oh hut this wont do — I mustn't think 
of him so/' — and turning resolutely away, as 
it ever was now, the thought of him faltered 
into prayer, and then she knew she was 
safe. 

" Good bye, Basil dear, I shall be back 
soon," and giving her bonnet strings into a 
decided bow, she went out. 

It was very early — she had chosen that 
hour on purpose— the streets looked fresh 
and cool, and the faces of the passers 
by had not yet begun to wear that jaded 
look of care and weariness, observable to* 
wards the close of the day ; at one or two of 
the houses the servants were only just un- 
folding the shutters, and at one a bright- 
faced girl was washing away at the door-* 
4te£, singing in time to the scrub of her brush 
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a happy lifeful song*. Constance stopped a 
moment to listen to it^ each strong throb of 
the full pulse of health that beat throitg*h its 
every nerve, thrilled upon the fibres of her 
own sad heart and woke it into praise ; 'midst 
her own sorrow it did her g'ood to listen to 
the quick beatings of another's joy, it floated 
over her soul like the carol of a viewless bird, 
and sighing* across the wastes of departed 
years that hour passed into her life and be* 
came one of its influences. 

She went on, her step was firmer, and the 
voice of a great praise arose in her soul as 
she thanked God that the shadow of Hea- 
ven's joy, resting; on the green places of the 
earth still made it a garden of Eden for some, 
though not for her. There was a little child 
crying at a shop door, and she stooped down 
to ask what was the matter, and to dry its 
tears* Her own heart felt so full of love 
that she seemed as if she had a universe of 
it to spare for others, for it beat time to the 

r 2 
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^Beg pardon^ Ma'am/' said the manu 
<^ Oh yes, certamly we do — let me see-r-by 
the way — oh yes ! — Lady Egertoun was in- 
quirmg the other day — two pupils— little 
girls — very nice family, Ma'am/' 

^' Thank you, perhaps that would do— if 
the pupils are quite young.'' 

^^ Quite young, Ma'am— Lady Egertoun 
herself is out of town — in fact it was a friend 
of hers, the Countess Luceiiesi, who in- 
quired for her, and she was kind enough to 
say any one might be referred to her. Shall 
I write down the address ?" 

He wrote it down on a card, and Con- 
stance took it with many thanks, and left 
the shop, thankful that at last her mission 
was accomplished. 

As she went up Oxford Street, a loud, 
^f Hold hard there I Hallo I I day^ Con- 
stance!'' made her turn round, and there 
Tvas Gerald with Effie coming as fast as they 
(jould towards her. 
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♦ ^* Why, Gerald ! why^ Effie T she exclaimed 
as they came up. 

"Pretty race you've given us/' half 
growled Gerald, iu his elegant school-boy 
phraseology, " here vi'e've been full pelt after 
you this quarter of an hour, hang it ! it's 
too much of a good thing I" 

^^ But what brought you, and Effie tooT' 

" Oh the Governor kicked up a row about 
your going out alone, so I brought Effie to 
walk back with you/' 

Constance didn't see how this very much 
mended the matter j but she only said, " I 
am very sorry — ^but how did you know where 
to find me, Effie?" 

" Katherine knew," said Effie, " she said 
you were gone to Bowdery and Kirby's— 
well, what was the result, did you succeed ?" 
she continued in an eager excited tone, 

" Yes, 1 think so, but I'll tell you after- 
wards, we are blocking up the thoroughfare." 

" WeU I'm off then," said Gerald, " or I 



110 COMING EVENW3. 

shall be too late for King's College —better 
have a cab back, Constance/' 

^^ Oh no/* interrtipted JEffie, ^^ can't we go 
into the Park ? v/e are not very far from the 
Marble Arch/' 

^' A good pull still/' replied Gerald, ^^ but 
mind, Constance/' he said, unable to avoid 
firing a farewell shot, " you don't set out for 
any more solitary walks in Oxford Street^ 
or I won't come again to meet you, hang it 
if I do !" and hailing an omnibus, he swung 
himself up the roof, and in another minute 
was gone. 

The sisters walked on as EflSe wished to 
the Marble Arch. When the)^ reached it 
there was a little crowd collected, so they 
had to wait a few minutes before they could 
pass. The obstruction however was merely 
that the horse of a lady who was riding with 
a party, having become a little restive, the 
groom had been summoned to alter the 
girths, and as boys have a peculiar genius 
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for Staring*/ the usual quantum of that order 
had of course assembled forthwith upon the 
spot 

^^Ah! badate !" exclaimed the rider/ to. 
her- groom, as her hoi'se suddenly swerved 
towards him. 

Constance heard the voice and started^ 
something* in the tone as well as the lan^ 
guag'e in which it w^as uttered, made her 
turn and look at the speaker. She was 
seated on a fiery horse, which seemed to 
grow more and more restive under the groom's 
hands, as he arrang'ed the girths, and yet 
the reins lay as lightly and easily in her 
band as if she cared no more for him than 
for a child's pony, but her face was turned 
away so Constance couldn't see it. 

" Your horse seems very impatient,*' she 
heard one of the gentlemen in attendance 
\ say, addressing the lady, ^^ you are not 

afraid r 

" Afraid 1'' was the reply with a scornful 
lauffh, " I don't know what fear is." 
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Agtun those strangely deep thrilling tones^ 
almost too deep to be pretty in a woman — 
why was it — up through the vistas of past 
years^ they seemed to come pealing^ and 
unite again the broken links of memory ? 

Presently the lady turned her face, Con- 
stance saw it, and her eyes seemed fascinated 
so that she could not withdraw her gaze ; it 
was a wild beautiful face, with a wonderful 
power of expression looking out from those 
dark Italian eyes, and as she gazed the Pre- 
sent fiaded slowly into the Past, and in place 
of that noisy street and dirty lamp-posts, 
rose up the lighta of departed years, the 
time^ the place, the scene, the dim mysterious 
ohamber, the song of other days and the re- 
cords of a long since dead and buried period 
of her life. 

^< Move on there, move on, can't you ^ 
•lud a policeman to the group of little gap- 
ing* boys who were still standing open- 
inouthtdi as if they had never beheld before 
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such a curiosity as a horse with a lady on 
it. 

Constance took the hint and walked pi^ 
with Effie^ but she felt as in a dream^ for 
the tides of the Fast slowly rose and swelled 
through her hearty and deposited on the 
«hore of feeling'^ ^^ images that would not die 
and could not be destroyed,'' 

^^ Why Frank, old fellow, how do?'' said 
one gentleman to another, as they met at 
Hyde Park Corner that same morning* 

^^ Bless me, Howell, you here ! Why, I 
thought you were safe at Limerick." 

^^ Couldn^t stand it, old fellow, confounded 
dull, BO I've run up for a week — anything' 
new r 

'^ Great row in the House last night, don't 
know if Muiisters will resign, there's a 
talk of it." 

^' Ah ! so Clapper told me — ^know Clapper ? 
funny fellow — knows everybody — I met him 
last night at Lord De Routyne's." 
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«Xarg6 party "i^ . 

^ All the world was there, Marquis of P— 
and Lord C — ; hy the way Clapper told me 
C — was in high dudg^eon, because P— gav6 
Harris that berth at Ceylon/' 

^^ Proper man enough too.*' 

^^ Yes^ but he had another man in his eye 
for it — but come^ I'm going to Rotten Sow 
to look at the girls, will that suit your book ?'' 

" Yes, m take one turn with you/' 

They went on, a strange contrast they 
were; The one who had first spoken, and 
considerably the elder of the two, from the 
crown of his head, to the tips of his boots, 
was a complete work of art, while his com- 
panion's good tempered boyish face and can- 
did, hearty voice, marked him at once as 
one of those men whom everybody calls by 
their Christian names, and who go through 
life under the denomination of the ^^ best fel- 
low in the world." 

^Town pretty full, I suppose," said the 
elder of the two again. 
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^* Middling") it is rather early yet thoHgfh.' 
Ha ! Howell^ look out ! You'll be knocked, 
down if you don't look sharp 1'' ^ 

^ " Confound it !'' replied his companion^ 
Swerving suddenly from the path of a pranc- 
ing* horse^ ^^ 'pon my honour I was almost 
done for then. I say, Frank, who on earth 
is that woman ! What a seat she has ! Stop 
a moment, here she comes again P' and the 
two gentlemen leant their arms on the rail* 
ing, and waited till the same horse and rider 
that had taken Constance's fancy had passed* 

" By Jove !" continued the gentleman, *^ if 
she isn't a fine woman — ^know her name, eh V* 

^^She is an Italian — the Countesai Luc- 
chesi." 

i^^Any tinr 

^^Lots." - 

"You don't say so," and he raised his 
eye-glass eagerly, " a good catch by Geoi'ge 
then. Splendid woman I Splendid action !'^ 

A slight expression of disgust was visible 
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on bis oompanion^g face. ''You always 
judge of ladies as other people do of horseB 
— by tbeir pcnuts and their paces ; bat if yoa 
admire tbe lady so much, my mother will 
give you an introduction, and then you can 
try your chance." 

" 1 1 Confound it 1 Got to live on the 
interest of two pence half-penny a year, not 
quite enough to keep a fellow in whit« kids 
and cigars." 

"If a man could only sell at his own pre- 
tnium, what a good chance some of us would 
have I" said the other with a careless glitter 
of good humour in his eye, and sauntering on 
a few paces he began to whistle, ' II segreto 
per esser felice.' 

Howell followed, and touching him with 
his cane said, " But I say, my good fellow, 
don't you admire the lady in question V 

"Admire her?— of course, and so I do 
Westminster Abbey." 

" Hey ?" replied Howell, looking thorough- 
ly mystified. 
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« Why, 111 tell you what, Howell, she's 
altogether on too grand a scale to suit my 
taste ; such a form requires a palace to put 
her in, and as I don't happen to have one, 
why — ^the long and the short of it is, she 
wouldn't do for me, and my motto agrees 
with the old song — 

*' If she be not fair for mei 
What care I how fair she be/' 

" Italian you say— hey ?'' 

^^ On the father's side, her mother was 
English, or of English extraction, I forget 
which, at least I tnow she left her some 
estate, near Wales, I believe — hut will you 
walk ? I promised to to call at the Carlton 
for Donaldson." 

•'Thank ye, not to-day — hy the way I 
was to have been at the ' Rag,' by one, past 
that now." 

" Half past, yes — well, can't you come 
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R&d dine with us this erening' ? rag^t o'clock 
— mjf people will all be reiy glad to see 
yon." 

"Thanks — can't— pitHiiised Tom Partyn 
— wants me about Pegasus— trying- to make 
me sell bim — taken great fancy to him^ bat 
I can't make np my mind." 

" No wonder, first rate animal. Well 
then come to-morrow— No, the day after, 
and 111 get the Brownlows and Harry Swin- 
ney to meet you— don't forget, good day — 
eight o'clock remember I** and with a good- 
humoured smile, and hearty shake of the 
hand Frank £gertoun walked on. 

There is something in a man's walk very 
chnracteristic of himself. Some men walk 
straight on, as if they would go right through 
a briek wall, if it came in their way ; others ' 
are caught by every thing they see, and now 
stopping here, now stopping there, seem to 
haveno other. occupaUon than to flourish their 
canes, and take their hats off and put them on 
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agfain. Frank Eg^ertoun's step had sometbing 
boundlD^ and elastic in it^ characteristic of 
his hopeful sanguine temperament^ that how- 
ever still needed the sinews of firmness^ and 
the muscles of strength to make it a good and 
a useful character. 



' ' . 
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CHAPTER III. 



A pile 
Constracted tliat sufficed for every end, 
Save tbe contentment of the builder's mind ; 
A mind by nature indisposed to aught. 
So placid, so inactive as content : 
Its best attainment fits of such repose 
As timid eyes might shrink from fathoming. 

Wordsworth, 

Nessum maggior dolore, 
^ Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseria. 

Dante, 



Effie's wishes were fulfilled beyond and 
above her utmost hopes^ and in a few weeks 
more she was installed as daily govemesd to 
the two little Miss I^ertouns. They were 
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very youngs so she was not required to 
teach them much^ nor in fact could she have 
done it. The family consisted of Sir John 
and Lady Egertoun^ two g^own up daugh* 
ters^ besides Effie's pupils and a grown up 
son^ whom we have already introduced as 
Frank Egertoun. At first Lady Egertoun 
shook her head alternately at Effie's youth 
and EflSe's curls^ but the influence of the 
Gontessa Giulia Luchezi prevailed^ and she 
was appointed* The Gontessa Giulia di 
Luchezi ! that wad the one point of romance 
about the matter-of-factness of governess 
situation-hunting. 

Constance had gone to her as directed, 
and lo ! she had suddenly found herself face 
to face with the noble form she had seen on 
the restive horse, the fair vision she had beheld 
long ago in the old room of the ancient houses' 
bringing back thoughts of other years and the 
scenes of the days that were gone. Since 
then several interviews had passed between 

VOL. II. G 



122 <30MING EVENTS. 

the two ; for Constance fdt a vague strange 
pleasure in the society of one whose very 
presence seemed a living link between the 
buried Past and the faded Present ; and the 
Countess^ though she had never seen Con- 
stance; and retained not the slightest remem-* 
brance even of a name she at least must have 
heard sometimes mentioned when residing 
at Dunscombe^ felt a curious influence upon 
her that drew her towards her, and made 
her, whether she would or no, take a great 
and unusual interest in her* 

The rays of the morning sun shone in 
softly through the satin curtains of a grace- 
ful boudoir in Carlton Gardens, and chequered 
the walls and the carpet with many a long 
streak of light ; on a sofa in the same room 
sat a lady of magnificent form and a face 
which once looked upon, must be remem* 
bered for ever. The lines about the ftdl 
Hp& betokened both the habit and the power 
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of command^ and the intense fire of the dark 
lashed eye lighted up the whole range of the 
scornful^ yet beautiful countenance^ into one 
of those faces that a Michael Angelo might 
have brooded upon in the shadowy depth of 
his great hearty or a Raphael mourned over 
as a possible Madonna^ spoilt by the tamt of 
sorrow cast from the wings of sin^ upon the 
otherwise clear mirror of a perfect beaut3% 
Xiook at her and you felt she might have 
been anything ; it was one of those faces 
beneath whose calm exterior sleep the infink 
tude of power to be either the best or the 
worst of her sex^ a Magdalen in the intensity 
of a life long repentance^ or a St. Cecilia 
in the freshness of a virgin enthusiasm^ a 
Judith in the fierceness of her patriot aseal^ 
oi; a Charlotte Corday in the noble crime of 
a fervent erring heart. 

Opposite sat a young girl clad in mourn- 
ing ; no regularity of feature^ no mijg^ht of 
awfiil loveliness like her companion's was; 
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hen — hers was only one of tliose almost 
star-like faces that vithont any actaal beauty 
or anything' approaching' to it, yet rise for 
erer after on the rirer of onr lives, and seem 
to look out upon us from another world. It 
was Constance Conyng-bam, who bad come 
to tell the Countess Luchezi that her sister 
bad obtained the situation at Lady Eg^r- 
toun's, and to thank her for the trouble sbe 
had taken in it, she having been the medium 
of communication between them, as Lady 
Egertoun had been out of town. 

*' iSo your sister is to begin her duties next 
week ?" said the Countess, speaking in her 
deep proud voice, the language of which, 
though perfectly pore English, was now and 
then slightly tinctured with a foreign accent. 

" Yes, signora, thanks in a great measure 
to your kindness." 

" Of course she is older than you are," 
replied the Italian, as if anxioiis to cut sh(vt 
niiy further thanks. 



.COMING EVENTS. %2S 

- ^^ Oh BO ! she is younger/' 

^^ Younger I poverinetta 1 Why she must 
be a mere baby." 

^^ Not very much beyond certainly^ but I 
trust I caii answer — .'' 

^*0h c^lk va sans direl" she answered 
i^arelessly^ ^^ so she preferred teaching to you^ 
I suppose?^ 

There was a careless peremptoriness of 
manner about the Italian that somehow 
icompelled an answer even where the quesr 
tion savoured of impertinence. . 

^ I don't know/! said Constance^ the 
blood flushing over her face^ ^^ I never 
thought about it/' she added more quietly^ 
^^ I don't know if I could teach^ except singt 
ing perhaps/' 

^^ You sing then?" 

^^ Yes, sometimes.'* 
. ^* Seusi/ 'said the Countess after a moment's 
pause, and speaking quickly and incoherently, 
^^ I would not wound you, but you interest 
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me^ Signorina^ you are dHTerent from otlier 
people^ I like you — ^you will oblige iiie, ^ill 
you not — let me hear you sing ?" 
- ^^Me^Signorar 

*^ Yes, the way people sing, always tells 
me what they are/^ 

No very great inducement certainly, but 
there was something about the Italian made 
in all things to be obeyed, and Constance as 
if in obedience to a superior will seated her- 
self at the pianoforte and let her fingers 
wander over the chords as if to find out a 
melody for themselves. She began, it was 
% very simple air of Scotch genealogy, with 
a breath of the fresh breeze of its native hills 
end a strong scent of heather hanging about 
it; as the plaintive refrain died away into a 
low wail, the Countess drew nearer and 
nearer, and the proud careless expression 
of her countenance softened as she leant on 
the pianoforte. 

" You sing well,'' she said, when the last 
note had quivered into silence. 
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' " Do I ?'* said Constance simply^ ^^ I am 
very glad/^ 

" But don't you know you do V* replied 
the Countess half impatiently. 

^' No — how should I, no one ever told me 
so/' 

^^ You sing* as if you felt it." 

^^ Because I do feel it^ I hope/' said Con-^ 
stance with a quiet smile. 

^^ Three quarters of the world do not how- 
ever.'' 

^^ I pity those who don't*" 

^^Why?" ' . 

*^ Because they can have not much heart." 

^^ Do you pity me ?" said the lady abruptly* 

Constance looked up at the ma^ificent 
form before her, " You, Signora?" 

^^ Yes, I have ceased to feel thingfs, I — 1," 
she continued in a choked voice of suppressed 
angfuish, ^^ I can only play across the lives 
of others ; my heart is dead, and a stone is 
on it. Zitto 1 1 would not speak of the Past ! 
— pity ? I say again — do you pity me ?" 



11i& Q0MJN6 EVENTS^ 

^^May I atisw^ your qtiestion with an- 
other/' said GonstaDce with a tdych almost 
of pride .at the latent contempt expressed in 
her last words^ that struggled strangely with 
a v$giie feeling of interest and compassioni 
^ Have you never pitied yourself I'' 

The lady Sta)*ted^ the habitual composure 
of her face ^ve way^ and r^ardless- of 
her companion^ she paced the room to and 
fro with an agitated step. Suddenly stop- 
ping before Constance^ she said impetuo^sly^ 
^^ Who are yoii? What are you that you 
pity me? Envy, fear, aye even ^hatred^all 
it^ave (IxoUed in my day r— bat never pity — 
rank, wealth, what the. world calls beauty, 
all are mine— yet you, you pity me I Oh P' 

There was an accent of contempt in the 
voice and Cbnstance rose quietly to go. 

*^ Aspetta I'' said thb Co^iutfess waving her 
hand imperiously, ^^ Stiiy, I understand you 
not. What see you wanting in my lot." 
. ^^ Nothing outwardly,'* said Constance, as 
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if. impelled whether she would or not to an- 
swer^ ^^ hut is it the outward mechanism of 
life that makes the heart happy ?" 

^"^The heart P she replied with a bitted 
smile^ ^^ have I not said^ to me that is but on 
empty sound signifying* nothing*. I tell 
you/' she continued with increasing* impetu- 
osity, her dark eyes lighting up into fearful 
brilliancy, *^ I have a strength in my soul 
' that would laugh the feeble fancies and senti-^ 
ments of other men to scorn. I could hate 
with the energy of a demon, the vile crawl- 
ing things that beset my path; with the 
might of my strong will I could crush them 
down again into the dust and feel no pity at 
it, but I abhor, I loathe the soft sentimenta- 
lities, the rouge^pots and the hair-dyes of 
silly women and empty headed men ; am I 
a thing to pity, a thing for men to point 
their fingers at I a thingr-ah, you tremble ! 
go, you are like the rest of the world , I have 

e 2 
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made you fear me. Where is your pity 

iiow r 

Her laugfh rang cold and mockingf tbrough 
the room, and a vague fear, came over Con- 
stance as she gazed on the hurning cheek 
and flashing eye, lest reason should have 
resigned her throne and fled the tabernacle 
of the mind for ever. 

" Ha !'' continued the Countess coming 
up to her and laying her hand on her arm, 
" I knew it would be so — speak, are you not 
xifraid V 

: ^^ Not afraid," said Constance in a very 
low voice, ^^ only very sorry." 

" Soiry ! What is sorrow ? Sorry — sorry 
for me I Poverinetta," she added in a softer 
tone, ^^ I can bear my lot whatever it is ; 
fate conquers the weak, but is conquered 
by the strong, and after all, what is life that 
;we make such a fuss about it ? as your poet 
:ha8 it, ^ it is but a tale told by an idiot, full 
of sound and fury signifying nothing,' '^ 
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"Rathei'/' said Constance quickJy, ^if 
sig'nifies so much that it needs an angel'a 
glance to understand its meaning*/' 

^' life seems a strangely momentous affair 
to you/' replied the Countess with a slight 
accent of disdain^ ^^ to me it is but as a bauble 
I would more willingly throw aside than 
wear ; I hold it cheap as yon fading flower 
and less lovely^ and less costly still/' 

^^ When the summer comes again/' said 
Constance^ though her colour came and went 
with the effort, " that flower will bloom anew, 
but we can only live once, but that once is 
for Eternity/' — she clasped her hands and 
remained silent. 

" Eternity I You use a word you under- 
stand not, and you mean a thing* you under-* 
^tand still less, Signorina; we live but in 
Time, and how shall Time yield us up th^ 
secrets of Eternity ? E'vero I know some 
pretend to grasp them, but they have either 
more or less of sight than their neighbours. 
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Wby do you not answer ? Speak— speak ! 
of what are you thinkingf ?" 

^^ Of the dimmutiveness of what Kfe is, 
and the ma^itade of what it might be/' 
replied Constance hurriedly^ then stopped 
short and blushed. 

^^8i — si! Of what it cannot be rather. 
Who made you think these things? you 
are very young, and experience can scarcely 
have been your teacher ?'' 

^^I don't know, some things are found 
out for one, and some one finds out for one's 
self.'' 

^^ Ah ! it was not so with me, my mother 
always taught me the mind of man was of 
mole-like tendency, made to burrow and 
dwell beneath the ground, and that with the 
accession of light would come possession of 
death." 

*^0h no^ no!*' exclaimed Constanceeagerly, 
*^ did you— did they all, I mean, think sof 

The Countess paused a moment, a dark 
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look swept over ber^ce^ and when she spoke 
agfain her words came quick and fast, and 
her manner grew intense in its agitation. 

^^ My fathOT, no,-^he held the soul of man 
was made to soar higher and higher with 
eagle eyes fixed on the sun of tinith ; but I 
saw, though the pinions of his theory were 
strong, the wings of his practice were broken, 
and I lived — what did I live to see V^ She 
covered her face with her hands, and her 
whole frame shook with emotion. ^' I lived 
to see him blinded by the very excess of light 
he had professed to have attained, struck 
down again by the glare his eyes were unable 
to bear, crouch a marred, maimed and guilty 
thing on the bosom of that earth he had once 
almost despised in his pride/' She stopped 
short : then went on again* ^^ What could I 
do ? throug'h too little knowledge — my mo- 
ther ; through too much knowledge — my fa- 
ther—I saw them both shipwrecked on the 
sandbanks of life. Since then I have been 
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content to see the sails of my ship flap idly, 
on the ocean of existence^ without one wish 
that the storm gales^ or the summer zeph3'rs 
stirring them from their aimless sleep should 
drive it to and fro on a sea that has no haven^ 
and can know no calm — and now ?'' she got 
up and began walking the room again till by 
degrees her agitation died out and her man- 
ner grew more still, while Constance still sat 
on^ impressed with a strange dread that pre- 
vented her either speaking or moving. At 
last the Countess came up to her and holding 
out her hand said, ^' Signorina, I know not 
wherefore I have said all this — addio, for-^ 
get it, or remember it only as the hot words 
of a woman whose heart life has crushed out 
Into bitterness. Addio ! I would be alone/' 
The deep, proud tones ceased, and Con* 
stance soon stood by herself in the street'; 
Gerald, who had promised to meet her^ was 
not there, so she walked on alone. The 
strange words of the Countess still formed 
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themselves into a low ground swell of awe in 
her soul^ for echo reproduced their strain and 
sent it sighing through all the hidden pulses 
of her life. 

The faint hum of the dying evening rose 
up quietly and hung above the hushed city 
like a requiem rung out by the failing hours 
over the bier of another day; while she thought 
and pondered on the strange ebbs and flows 
of the tide of human life ; she^ that proud^ 
strange, yet gifted woman, could there be 
any link between her and the shy, reserved 
girl? were their paths only to cross each 
other, or run parallel together ? 

Yes, Constance's heart told her an influ- 
ence had arisen on the existences of both ; 
perhaps it would be now for her to watch 
the transit of the Countess's star across the 
disc of her own life. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Oh fear not in a world like this, 
Por thou flhalt know ere long, 

Enow how Buhlime a thing it is 
To Boffer and be strong ! 

More things 
Are wrought by prayer than the world deems of : 
Therefore let the fountain of thy voice 
Bise for me night and day. 

Iforte V* Arthur. 



The short dark days went quietly by, a 
" slow procession/' every one of which as it 
glided into the past rang a soft chime on 
Constance's heart. True, the requiem of each 
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tme^ wad the dew of i^nt tears/ but spring*^ 
lifefiil spring was come; and Constance 
looked up and welcomed its first warm Tay 
into a mind diat was ireither dark nor un^ 
liappy, for the brooding' wing« of the love of 
God were oyer her soul, and kept it in 
peace. * . > 

' ^^ Archie/ said Iilffie, one evening' as they 
sat altogether in the twilig'fat, with the except 
tioB of Gerald, who was dining oiit with a. 
companion of his/ and Basil,: who was gone 
to bed, ^^gfuess what is going to happen.** 
: *^ Happen I Anything awful?'* 
' i^^ Nonsense! Fm going to an evenings 
party, Tuesday week, at Lady EgertottnV^- 
^^bh heavens!?* . V: * - 

^* You had better not make too sure of it. 
I don't see how it is to be managed with 
propriety/' remarked Katherine composedly ,: 
as she played; with her watch-chain. 

^^ Hang your proprieties !'' interposed her 
brother. 
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^ Why^ ways and neans are rather waii<> 
ing','' said Constance's quiet tones. 

^^ Oh pooh ! As for means^ a white frock 
will do ; and as for ways^ let her take that 
defensive weapon, an umhrdla, and march.'' 

^^Oh Archie, nonsense, I must go in a 
carriage/* 

^^ You will be rather pu»led to do that, 
unless you take mine, which is Her Ma<r 
jesty's; but, in the first place, what made 
Lady Egertoun ask you ?" 

^. Don't you see," interposed Katherine, 
^^ she is to be useful in keeping the I^ertoun 
small fry from eating themsielves sick with 
sugar candy." 

*^ Amusing*, certainly. So it is to be a 
child's party after all ! Well, I wish you 
joy of your post. To be keeper of children's 
appetites at a party is no enviable matter. 
Abused by the bairns because you won't let 
them eat enough, and by the parents because 
you let them eat too much. And when 
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these fw:o numbers are joined tog^ether^ it 
makes anything* but a satisfactory addition 
isum/' 

^^ WeU, but Effie/' said Katherin^, ^^you 
had better first settle what you are to wear^ 
before you can settle whether you go at all/' 

" My great coat is at your service^ if that 
will do/' said Archie; ^^ and perhaps I 
mig'ht even throw a waistcoat into the bar- 
gain. In these days, when men and women 
dress so alike^ I don't suppose you'll look sq 
amiss. Ladies^ bye and bye^ will have to 
be ticketed — * take notice; this article is in 
the feminine g-ender.* " . ^ 

^^ I wish you were just now in the neuter 
one, you are very tiresome/' said EflSeJ^ 
half pouting and half laughing. ^^ It's a 
wreath I want* A white muslin dreds wil} 
do, but I must have flowers." 

There was a moment's silence, which Con-^ 
stance broke by saying, in a tone that 
betokened something of a painful effort^ 
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^^ YeSy Effie^ I have a wreath upstairs that 
will do^ if yon like to have it/' 

^^ No antiquated piece of old furniture^ I 
hope?" 

'^ Oh no, I believe/' said Constance, with 
something* of a sigfh, '^^it is quite fresh, 
though it certainly is not new, as I wore it 
last at Balcombe/'-^(Balc6mbe — how softly 
the Woi'd lingered on her lips). 

^^ I should think not— never mind, L dar^ 
Bay it will do. Oh ! the thought of a baU 
makes me ready to go mad with delight*'' ; 
- ^ Defer that copsummatioii please till I'm 
gone to bed," suggested Archie. ' 

^*But Constance," pursued EflSe, ^^how 
funny you are. I can't think what you 
have kept that old wreath in silver paper for 
all this time." 

Very likely not, bright-eyed and light* 
hearted Dffie, for the veil of darkness is alike 
on your sister's heart and face ; and you, 
who through. the gathering twilight, may 
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not see the quiet tears that are stealing* down 
her cheeky shall not read either the secret 
mystery of her life^ which she has learnt t6 
fold down closely in its inner depths^ lest 
the eye of careless scrutiny^ piercing beneath 
the silken veil^ wither it with its rude bold 
gaze. There was a hidden story to that 
bright wreath^ which belonged to a chapter 
of her life to which Time had long since 
written, ^^ Finis.'' 

'^And pray/' said Archie, ^^when you 
are fully prepared for conquest, who are to 
be the victims ? Babies and hobbledehoys V^ 

^* Have you never heard of a gallant, fair 
and brave, belonging to the Egertoun esta- 
blishment?" said Katherine, ^^ the son and 
heir — Francis by name — look how she 
bhishes !" 

^^ What a pity it is too dark for me to 
make sure of the fact," said Archie, in a 
bantering tone; ^^but tell me, Ef., is he 
really worth looking at? In that ease I 
shall make a point of going to see him/' 
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^' Oh, I don't know — let me go, Archie* 
Any how he's much better looking* than 
you/' 

"There's a proof of your bad taste! 
Come, tell me, is he tall or short — fat or 
thin r 

" Neither." 

"Then he's a medium, and not worth 
seeing. If a man is not remarkably ha^nd- 
some, he had better be remarkably ugly, 
and he is interesting at once.^ 

"In that case so is a hippopotamus," said 
Constance, smiling. 

" Oh but," exclaimed Effie, " Mr. Eger- 
toun is really welMooking, well-looking as — 
let me see — oh, I know, Constance do you 
remember Mr. Villiers?" (Remember him I 
— did she not! Her whole life was one 
continued act of memory). "Well," con- 
tinued Effie, " he's not so tall — no, certainly 
-—not half so tall as he is." 

"He must be a curiosity then/' said 
Archie. 
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: ^' I mean he's about the average height. 
Only he has such beautiful eyes I and^ such 
hair !'' 

. " Apropos of Villiers/' exclaimed Archie^ 
suddenly interrupting the catalogue of Mr« 
Frank Egertoun's perfections. 

^^ I forgot to tell you tliat I saw, yester- 
day, in the " Times/' the announcement of the 
.death of his father, Mr. Pelham Y illiers, late 
of Glynvellan. So there can be no mistake 
about it. Not unexpected though, I should 
think --he has lately been a great invalid." 

There was a general exclamation, followed 
by a duett of questions from Katherine and 
Effie. Constance's voice was alone mute; 
and in the twilight her sisters could not see 
the start she gave, followed by the tight 
plosing of her fingers on the arm of her 

'^ Just think," said Effie, after a pause, 
^^ Then Edgar Villiers will now live by him-^ 
self— how fuimy." . 
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"^^Funuy?^' said Ardiie/ ^^ remarkably 90 
r— the death of a father alwayjs is." 

^^ Oh nonsense !— I mean Edgar Villiers 
is SQ young* to be h&^ all alone. But^ 
Archie^ what did he die of?" 

^^ Want of breath probably. However/ 
he continued^ in a more subdued tone^ ^^ I 
really am very sorry for them all— poor 
Mr. Yilliers 1 He was always very kind* 
One didn^t think''— then, suddenly pausing^ 
he began to whistle — a universal resource of 
Archie's whenever he was feeling anything 
more than usual. 

Quick fire of question and answer was 
still kept up between Katherine and Effie, 
but the conversation passed unheeded by 
Constance's ear, for the words that told <^ 
Mr. Yilliers's death had fallen like drops of 
water — cold and silent on her heart. Shd 
sat there in the great arm-chair» still and 
motionless as a statue^— her hands chill as 
ice, and her soul burning. Her beloved was 
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in afHiction— that was her first thought. 
And she was not hy to comfort him — that 
was her second. Then through her brain 
there rushed, like a flood of fire, the third. 
And what right had she to wish it— what 
was she to him now ? 

Her sisters talked on. She heard their 
light laugh ; and the merry tones of Archie's 
voice sounded strange and mocking down in 
the depths of the dark ocean of misery that 
was gathering round her. Her brother 
spoke to her suddenly — asked her a question, 
and she answered it ; but quick in her ears 
there was a sound of rushing waters, and 
^e felt the cold waves closing slowly over 
her soul. There was a moment's fear, a 
moment's pause, and a moment*s struggle, 
and she thought it was over. The billows 
had for ever lapped her in slumber, and the 
waves of the deep had compassed her head. 

^^ Constance, Constance! are you asleep? 
I have been speaking to you these ten mi- 
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nutes/' said Katherine's impatient voice. 
She opened her eyes^ and took in gradually 
the small dark room^ the familiar faces round 
the little table, her father in his arm chair 
by the fire, the broad flicker across the white- 
washed ceiling* from the gas lamps in the 
street below, and the indistinct shapes of the 
chintz sofa and horsehair chairs, which in 
the dim light kept changing their form back- 
wards and forwards; and with it all there 
came back upon her soul the clear percep- 
tion, the stern truth, that life for her was 
not yet ended, nor the waves of this trouble- 
some world yet passed. 

^^ Constance,'' said a feeble voice from the 
arm-chair where her invalid father had been 
dozing for the last half-hour, ^'come and 
sing to me." 

Sing ! How could she, when her very 
heart was tears. 

^^Yes, dear papa, coming this instant'* 
She turned away one moment, drove back 
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the tears into her heart, and, with the strong 
effort of a determined will, steadied her voice 
and began. 

^^ Oh Constance !'' said Effie, ^^ your songs 
are so melancholy. Sing something more 
lively, do/' 

^^ What shall it be then Y^ said Constance, 
with a calm, sweet smile. 

^^ Oh, something inspiriting. ^ Bonnie 
Dundee,' or the ^The merry Sunshine,' or 
— :oh, I don't know. You know a hundred 
others. Those like ^ The Spirit of Air,'— 
sing that. I am fond of that one." 

Yes! And so was he whose voice no 
more would wake the echoes of her heart, 
whose fingers no more might turn the pages 
of her favourite songs ; but she sang it all 
through, without one tremor of the voice, 
and wiped away one silent tear when it was 
ended. 

The door opened, and the candles wer6 
brought in j and Mr, Conyngham, rising up 
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from his doze^ began to wake and complain 
together. 

"Constance, I forgot to tell you my 
chocolate was shocking this morning, 
really you should be more careful j it was 
mere hodge-podge — not drinkable. Don't 
let me have to speak of it again.*' 

" I think/' whispered Effie to Constance, 
" papa considers j- ou as the pack-horse who 
is to bear all the scolds and put every thing 
to rights ;" but Constance seemed not to hear 
and turning to her father, said she would see 
it remedied next time, though she did not 
say that it was Katherine who had made 
the obnoxious condiment that day. " Next 
time I" said the invalid, raising his voice to 
a shrill key, " all very fine, next time j I 
suppose when you have managed to poison 
me with 3-our messes, you'll say forsooth, 
you will take care and not do it next 
time !" 

Constance said nothing, but shook up the 
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pillows to make him more comfortable, and 
then sat down to read aloud, it being* her 
turn, while the others worked. The book 
was the " Monasteries of the Levant f but 
it mig*ht as well have been the " Talmud/' 
for all the good she g'ot from it. True, she 
was tired, and weary in heart and mind. 
True, it required sometimes a strong* eflfort 
to chain down her wandering thoughts to 
the words. True, they often grew as, mist 
before her eyes, while within the strongs 
crying" of her heart went up ceaselessly to 
her God for power to bear all things, hope 
all things, and endure all thing's; but she 
got at last to the end both of the book and 
the evening, and was already after paying 
her nightly visit to Basil's room, on the point 
of gladly closing her door on the outer world, 
when Euphemia called out to her — 

" Oh Conny, are you going to bed now ? 
I was going" to ask 3^ou, but — " she stopped 
when she saw her sister's pale face, and thfe 
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weary drooping* of the eyelids. " You are 
very tired, are you not ?" 

^^Yes, rather/' was the answer; ^*but 
can I do any thing for you V* 

^^ Why, I was going to ask you if you 
would try on my white dress for Lady 
Egertoun's ball, and see whether it wants 
any alteration/' 

Poor Constance, for one moment her heart 
saink. She was tempted to beg for that one 
hour's reprieve. Would not any other time 
do ? All that erening she had been living 
and doing for others. Must the quiet mi* 
nutes of night she had so entirely calculated 
on, follow too in its train ? How, while the 
torch of memory had rekindled her heart 
into the fiery glow of agony, could sh^ 
attend to the altering* of a fold, or the 
placing of a ribbon ; but the feeling* passed, 
and she answered — 

*^ Yes, I can, Effie — ^let me see,'' she con- 
tinued, as she fastened it — ^^ I am afraid it 
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is rather short. Oh no, it is not though ; 
it will do very well." 

" Do you think so ? I don't. The body 
is so plain— the corsag-e^ as Madame Devy 
would call it — ^^ and, with a sigh, Effie 
surveved her dress. ^^ The last time I wore 
this, it was at our last party. Oh 1 how you 
hurt me — Constance, Constance ! You have 
surely mistaken my back for a pincushion. 
Oh I'' 

'^Dear Effie! — how awkward of me! 
Have I hurt you very much?*' said Con- 
stance, whose heart had secretly uttered a 
sympathetic cry of pain. 

^' Oh no," said Effie, rubbing the shoulder 
which had received such a sharp rebuke ; 
" you are not lady^s maid by profession, so 
it is not surprising — if only Morris were 
here. Constance, do you think papa will 
ever be rich again V^ This was a question 
whose solution was beyond Constance, so 
Effie did not wait for an answer, but pursued 
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it throng*!! its various ramifications. ^^ If he 
only would be^ it would be so pleasant ; we 
Would not have Morri's back ag'ain^ but some 
one cleverer, more ^au fait' at things.** 
However, as the chance of Morris's return, 
or somebody else arriving*, was equally in 
Utopia at the present moment, Effie 
finished up with a sigh to both, and a code 
of instruction to her sister — lady's maid 
regfnant at that instant of time. 

^^ Couldn't some lace be put on here — ^yes, 
and tound the sleeves too ? And oh ! 
wouldn't some bows on the shoulders improve 
it?" 

^^ I will see, I am not sure ; but I think I 
can find some ribbon that will do." 

"Can you? Oh delightful! Do you 
know I see what it wants ? At one of the 
shops in Begent Street I saw it the other 
day when I was walking* with Archie j a 
kind of fall, edg*ed with two rows of lace, 
that came over — so — down into a point. 
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You will see about it, won't you^ and do it 
like a g'ood dear sister, as you are V^ 

So she ran on, and Constance listened 
patiently to all the alterations that she 
wanted done, and answered, and smiled, 
and promised ; and Effie, as she tripped 
merrily to her own room, said to herself, as 
she heard the clock on the stairs strike 
twelve, ^^ Well, I didn't think it was so late. 
I hope Constance won't be tired to-morrow j 
she did look rather pale. I daresay though 
it will do her good ; there's nothing like 
being busy for keeping up one's spirits. 
And I know what I'll do — next time 111 
help her with mending Basil's socks." 

Very likely, Effie ; but shall not each day 
bear its own burthen of duties omitted and 
sins committed ? And who shall restore to 
thy sister's aching heart that one hour of 
quiet peace, thy careless thoughtlessness has 
robbed her of? Pretty gleesome Effie, 
little you think of this, as you stand before 

H 2 
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your looking-glass, your brig-ht hair all 
unbound; and falling in rings of gold over 
your round white arms, on which you lean 
your fair little face, and smile to eee your 
mirror tell you that which the world had 
told you long before, how pretty — how very 
pretty you are ! Then, gathering up that 
rich treasure of sunny locks, go to your 
soft pillow, and let the coming gaieties of 
your promised ball stir the sparkhng ripples 
of your mind's young rirer, till life seems 
like a summer day, and each hour a glorious 
vision, while, — in the next room, another 
story, and a different poem, flows forth into 
the still music of a psalm-like life. On the 
floor is seated a still, motionless flgure, 
gazing quietly on what one feels to be one 
of those monuments sacred to the memory 
of tlie dead, which we rear in the church- 
yarda of our hearts, when the hand of Time 
has stolen our loved ones either in body or 
spirit from the empty tabernacle of our 
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souls. It was a wreath of flowers, whose 
nodding* snow-drops of purity and leaves o{ 
silver, started from the deeps of her memory 
the tears of a long'-lived agony. The days 
had been when many a thougfht of bliss had 
been hung* upon those" spotless flowers ; but 
now there only gathered round them the low 
wail of an unuttered and unutterable woe. 
Alas for her I The last time she had worn 
them — ^love's joyous tones bad then sounded 
up into her soul. The music that then 
floated round the harp-strings of another's 
heart had thrilled the deep chords of her 
own — even to bursting — till it seemed as if 
the rich melody with which they were 
charged must have waj'', or break with its 
own fulness. And now? The light of her life 
had gone out in darkness ; the fire on the 
altar quenched for ever ; the altar itself rent 
in twain ; and the past and the future lay in 
ashes. But out into the darkness came 
stealing up the stars of hope. A gleam of 
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light penetrated its gloom ] and^ ^^yi^g itself 
9n her hearty stilled the wailing of her soul 
for the loved and the lost one. The light 
of a satisfied hope lay sleeping in the back- 
ground ; and the day would come when the 
dawn of a new life breaking over the horizon 
of the old, unto her it would be given to say, 
^^ Oh Lord, thou hast granted the desire of 
my heart, and hast not denied me the 
request of my lips.'' 
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CHAPTER V. 

G&ze on — 'tis lovely ! Childhood's lip and cheek; 

Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought — 
Gaze — ^yet what seest thou in those fair and meek, 

And fragile things, as but for sunshine wrought ? 
Thou seest what grief must nurture for the sky, 

What death must fashion for eternity ! 

Though first within your breasts th' untroubled springs 
Of hope make melody where'er ye tread. 

And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from the wings 
Of Spirits visiting but youth, be spread ; 
Yet in those flute like voices, mingling low. 

Is woman's tenderness how soon her woe ! 

Mrs. Hemans. 



The family in Gdwer Street^ were des- 
tined to hear of nothing* but this g^^and party 
of Effie's for the next ten days j so it was 
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a g'eneral relief to all parties when at last 
the day arrived, and Effie, with her attend- 
ant satellites^ retired to complete the mys- 
teries of her toilette^ with Basil for companion 
and Gerald as messenger between the nether 
and upper regions to report progress. At 
last she appeared^ with Constance for can- 
dlestick-bearer in front, and Katherine 
and Gerald as supporters on each side, 
and the two maids in quality of humble 
admirers behind, while Basil holding by 
the cook^s ruddy bolster arms kept bejgging 
to know whether sister Effie didn't look 
very Uke an angel, which resemblance cook 
being no judge of, wisely declined to give 
her opinion upon. 

" Well— come ! — ^splendidly got up I must 
say," said Archie, taking the candle* from 
Constance, and holding it close to his sister, 
" She does us credit, doesn't she, Kathe- 
rine T 

^* I don't know," said Katherine, with 
a little toss of her head ; " I don't consider 
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that a fitting" dress for a ball — only white 
muslin. You should have had a bouquet 
there too^ instead of a bow, to fasten the 
fall in front, and match with the flowers in 
ypur hair.'' 

^' Don't put it into her head to want tha 
roc's eg-g*, and FU be bound she'll do very 
well without it/' answered Archie. 

'^ You would have laughed, Archie," said 
Constance, laughing*, ^^ indeed, if you had 
seen us all operating on her poor unfortunate 
head. I had possessed myself of one side, 
Susan of the other, and Katherine was 
umpire between us. I wanted curls, Susan 
bands, and Katherine approved of neither, 
till it seemed most probable between such 
antagonistic principles, the result would be 
null and void.'' 

^^ Now, Archie," said Effie, turning round 
on tip-toe, then letting herself down before 
him in a sweeping curteey — *^ don't I look 
nice?" 
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^^ Just passable/' 

^^ Won't take your verdict, it is only a 
brother's, and brothers always are disagree- 
able/' 

" Are they ? Well, I bet you a pair of 
g*loves you'll hear somebody ask to-night, 
who that little school-girl is ?" 

" Shan't I be mad if they do, that's all." 

"Now, my lady, are youready ?" exclaimed 
Gerald, " Miss Euphemia Conyngham's car- 
riage stops the way I" he continued, elevat- 
ing his voice. 

"Miss Euphemia Conyngham's cab, you 
should say," replied Katherine, with an 
accent of bitterness : " if / went out at all, 
it should be in a more suitable conveyance." 

" Certainly, a carriage and four would be 
preferable. Suppose you ask the Queen to 
lend hers for a day ?" said Archie, drily. 

^*Good night, good night I" called out 
Effie, "I can't, wait any longer." 

"Take care of your own heart then I" 
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cried Archie^ '' and don't break above a dozen 
of your partners' I'^ 

Effie looked back "to nod and smile, and 
as the lig'ht in the hall fell upon her^ it 
came upon Constance like a new sensation^ 
how very pretty she was^ till it almost 
vibrated into a feeling" of pain. The snow- 
white drapery round her fairy form, the 
little foot beating time already, as if to 
an unuttered music in her soul ] the lustrous, 
clustering* hair, with the spray of snowy- 
bells nestling* 'mid its golden waves, falling 
round a face, where youth and beauty seemed 
to be content to dwell that day, the large 
bright eyes actually melting in the sea; 
of light which overflowed them, and the rosy 
curl of that laughing lip, that seemed but 
formed for smiles. Though (and it made 
Constance turn away) it might be that the 
cup of sorrow was already prepared that 
was to change those wreathing dimples into 
the sneers of a disappointed hope, and the 
wrinkles of a withering heart blight. Oh 
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must it be? Perhaps^ ere long*^ that shadow- 
less brow would be shaded by the cloud of 
sorrow, or darkened by the frowns of the 
gathering* g'loom of the Upas tree of worldli- 
ness ! 

^^Good night!" cried EflSe, from the 
conveyance into which she had got, attended 
by one of the servants as her squire — ^^ Good 
night ! I shall have oceans to tell you to- 
morrow I'' 

Away drove the cab, the hall door shut 
behind it with a heavy clanging sound, 
and Constance returned to the sitting 
room. A cloud was on Katherine's brow, a 
reflection of the envious longing to follow 
her sister to the same festive scenes. Gerald 
was cross to have to return to a problem in 
Euclid he could find no solution to, and 
Basil was in the agonies of ignorance how 
to make his dissected map of Europe resolve 
itself into a state of unity, after the universal 
schism that had taken place amongst its 
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kingdoms. Mr. Conyngham was wanting 
a hundred things got all in a moment — his 
slippers fetched immediately — a cup of choco* 
late^ a fire made at once in his hedroom^ his 
arm-chair wheeled closer to the table^ and 
the ^' Times'* read through from beginning 
to end. Constance fetched the slippers^ 
made the chocolate^ ordered the fire^ restored 
some order into the revolutionized state 
of Basil's Europe — advised Gerald to retire 
for a few moments to his own room to see 
what illumination solitude would throw upon 
the subject of numbers and proportions^ 
and finally read the ^^ Times/' as she was 
requested, from top to bottom, advertise* 
ments, markets, and funds inclusive. Then 
as the clock struck ten, and her father had 
gone to bed, she took her candle, stole 
quietly out of the room, to cure or bear 
whichever was the easiest — a crushing head- 
ache, which she was subject to. 
^^ I say," said Gerald, looking up fi-om 
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the stady of the Antiquary to which the 
catting* of the Eadid Gordian knot had 
allowed him to return — ^ Do you think Con* 
stance is quite well, Kate ?'' 

*^ Well, I don't know — I suppose so— she 
never said she wasn't.'' 

^ Oh, Kate, Kate 1 What a speech T 
^^ What do you mean, Archie, pray ?" 
^^Why, don't you know, my dear and 
right honourable sister, you are famous for 
fseeing nothing* with your eyes, till you first 
hear it with your ears— that's your way — 
now Constance's is — ^" 

^^ To say nothing about herself, and see 
everything about every one else," cried 
Gerald ; then suddenly looking very wise, 
^^1 say, Archie, don't you think Edgar 
Villiers treats us very badly ?" 

^^ What sudden effervescence of righteous 
indignation is this, eh now ? I think after 
a silence of four years, it is something like 
disturbing the ashes of the dead, to rake up 
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the old bones of past offences agfainst 
him/^ 

'' Well, I think too/' said Katherine ; " he 
might have called/' 

'^ Called — Yes, certainly, when he did not 
know where to call." 

'^But he might have tried to find out, 
if he liked— however, I don't care — he was 
never a favourite of mine/' 

" Then, shall I tell you a secret ? The 
accounts are equal," exclaimed Gerald ; " I 
know — — '' 

" Anything but what you should, I dare 
say," interrupted Archie, quickly. '' Here, 
boy, are you going to be your whole life 
over that Antiquary ? I should be glad to 
have the reversion of it when you have 
done." But Gerald had started game, and 
he was not to be diverted from its pursuit. 
^^ But I know a secret," he said again, with 
a little toss of his head. ^' Keep it to your- 
self then, or it won't be one long." 
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^^ Now, Archie, I know you are dying to 
hear it/' 

^^ Wait till to-morrow moniing", and see 
if I haven't survived my ignorance.'' 

But poor Gerald's mind was on the eve 
of an explosion, the boilers of his mind could 
no longer retain the force of "the some- 
thing," and at last it burst. " I am sure," 
he said, with vehemence, *^ Edgar Villiers 
was always diUy-dall3ring about Constance, 
with his attention and all that, and I must 
say it is shameful of the fellow to have 
shilly-shallyed, as he has. He deserves a 
good ^* But what he did deserve re- 
mained a mystery, for Gerald beat a sudden 
retreat from want of words or venom strong 
enough to express it in perhaps, and retired 
summarily to his own attic, leaving Archie 
and Katherine, to decide the matter between 
them — "Kate," said Archie, as the door 
closed behind Gerald—" Well ?"—" Kate." 
" Well ?" — " Do you think Gerald was 
ri^ht ?" 
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'^ Right about what?'' answered Kathe- 
rine^ looking* up as if she had been set down 
in Pekin^ and was all astray in consequence. 
Her brother gave an impatient " cluck'' 
with his tongue^ but repressing it as suddenly, 
said : — 

" Why I mean — I used to think — in fact I 
was sure, Edgar Villiers was paying his 
addresses to Constance/' 

" Were you !" said Katherine, composedly 
unentangling a skein of silk. 

^^ Was I ? can't you say something else/' 
he answered impatiently, ^^ Were you ?" 

"What did you say? — Oh there is my 
pattern, and the other shade of silk — Oh 
dear me, how tiresome ; there is my needle 
gone again, the only one too I have left. 
I must go to Hart's again to-morrow for 
another. I beg your pardon, you were 
asking me a question." 

^^ I was, but you do not seem to care to 
answer it." 
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^ Oh yes, oertainlj/' was the imperturhahle 
reply, no ruffle appearing* on the eq[aa]ly 
imperturbable brow. " What was it ?" 

'^ Really/' said Archie angrily, ^^ you 
might, I do think, vouchsafe your relations 
a little of the attention you bestow on your 
kick-shaws of Berlin work. There — ^^ 

^^ Dear me !" said Katherine, looking up 
as cool and as quiet as possible. ^^ What is 
the matter ? I don't understand people being 
put out so about nothing. Mr. Villiers — 
really how can I answer for him ? You had 
better ask him himself. I am not in his 
confidence." 

^* I never supposed you were," and with an 
impatient stride Archie's hand was on the 
lock of the door, when after a few moments' 
pause he came back again. ^' I beg your 
pardon, Katherine, I was hasty; shake 
hands.'' 

" Dear me, quite a scene," said Ka- 
therine, giving her hand as if she did not at 
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all see the reason for it : ^^ I am not offended 

—not i;' 

There was one good or bad thing about 
Katherine^ that she never was offended. • 
A'%harp word, or an endearing one^ was all 
the same to her : they both glided quickly 
down the palate of her mind^ in the enviable 
undistinguishability of a mutual brother* 
hood. With a desperate effort^ however^ 
Archie, managed to overcome a potent wish 
present in his mind just then to bolt and try 
no more the hammering out process on one 
who did not seem to have the least sensibility 
to the same ; the real love for his sister 
Constance induced him to try and turn the 
invulnerable blank of Katherine's mind 
once more: ^^Wellj but then you don't 
think Edgar Villiers cared for Constance Y^ 

^' I never heard that he did.'* 

"Very likely not/' answered Archie, 
struggling not to be angry, " but you never 
saw that he did either, I suppose V 

VOL. II. I 
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'^ Wait a mimite-— four long stitches, one 
short, then pearl two rows — eh, what were 
we talking off— oh, Mr. Villiers, dear me 
no, hesides why should he ? J never could 
pee anything in Constance, nothing at all.^' 

^^ Possibly, yet Edgar Villiers might not- 
withstanding/' 

^^Oh, yes, certainly — turn one — three 
short — one long — then back again.*' 

Poor Archie I all his endeavours to arrive 
at Katherine's real opinion were useless, so 
veering round to the perception that she 
probably did not possess one, he left her to 
her ^^ three short and one long,'' and went 
out to indulge himself with his evening 
cigar. 
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CHAPTER VL 



Wh^i with kigh hopes o'er fraught, the ycimg high 

heart, 
Bears its first blow] It knows not yet the past, 
Which life will teach — ^to suffer, and be still, 
And with submissiye loye to count the flowers 
That yet are spared. 

Mrs* SemmnS 

&rief walks the earth, 
And sits down at the foot of each in turn. 

U. Barrett Srovtmmg^ 



In the meanwhile Constance was lyings 
on the sofa in her little room^ her feet up^ 
her eyes closed^ and her hands clasped in 
the passive motionlessness which intense 
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suffering either of body or mind induces. 
While the paroxsyms lasted^ she was equal 
neither to thoug^ht or action^ but her heart 
stayed itself on the strong support of ^^ The 
Everlasting Arms.'^ It was getting late, 
and she had begun to think of retiring to 
rest, when opening her eyes she started to 
see Effie standing before her. ^^Effiel! 
where did you spring from ?'' But there was 
no answer, and as the light from the lamp 
on the table fell upon her sister's face, a 
change seemed to have passed upon it- 
There was a graver look over the whole 
countenance, that seemed struggling with a 
happy blissful quiver of the smiling lips and 
the deep intense light of the downcast eyes, 
in which lurked the trace of a few tears. 
In fact the whole face bore witness of a 
contest between smiles and tears in which 
neither having gamed the victory — ^both had 
resolved to share the empire together. 
'^ Effie dear, speak,'' said Constance, half 
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kighteneiy as she raised h^self from her 
rediniBg* position. 

Effie's answer was to spring* forward and 
hide her &oe^ without speakings in her sister's 
lap. 

" Effie, my darling, what is the matter ?'* 
cried Constance again, as she lifted the face 
for a moment, and Constance saw it was 
bathed in tears. 

^^ You are crying, Effie I— what has hap* 
pened r 

^ He says — ^he says— ^ Ob, Constance, he 
love. mV <md the L «J.nce more hid 
in her sister's lap. 

'^ He I — who ? Oh, my darling, tell me I'* 

'* Who ?^Why— why, Mr. Egertoun,^ 
and the hands hid the cheek covered with 
blushes from view. 

There was a pause, — Constance did not 
speak, and when at last Effie looked up to 
see the reason, her sister's eyes were closed, 
her whole face coloxirless, and a slight 
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working^ of the lower Up^ betokened intense 
agitation. At last she spoke^ but the words 
Bounded hollow and unnatural^ and Effie 
started at the difference of the tone^. ^^ Oh 
Effie I'^ she said^ slowly veiling her face with 
lier hands — ^^ What have you done ?'^^ and 
she leant down her head on the table^ while 
^ slight quiver shook her frame. 

^^ Done ! — Why ? You frighten me, Cob* 
•stance— What is it?^ — I am so glad — why 
should you be so sorry V^ 

" Tell me/' reiterated Effie, clinging still 
closer to her sister: "Are you afraid I 
shan't be happy* Oh you don't know himy 
or you would not fear for me. I didn't 
know he liked me. Oh Constance, what 
laoade him like poor, silly, little me :'' and 
the burning blushes dyed her very forehead. 

Constance lifted up the once more bowed 
head, and for one moment perused the cherub 
lovely face raised to hers, then parting the 
jBunny ^eurls that bid the fair brow, sht 
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looked down sadly into the bright eyesi 
g'limmering' up from beneath their veil of 
lashes through the light of unshed 
t^ars. 

^* Effie^ have you thought of the con- 
sequences V 

^^ Consequences ! — I don't know — I sup- 
pose we shall be very happy — ^but please— ^ 
please^ don^t look so/' 

^^ I can't help it/' said Constance passion-^ 
ately . ^^ Oh, if 1 had only known it before ! 
How long have you had any idea of Mn 
Egertoun's feelings towards you ?" 

^^ Never — never before to-night. He used 
to be very kind to me. You know I told 
you I often saw him in the school-room^ 
when he came for things — -" 

^^ Yes/' answered Constance, with a feeling 
of self-reproach. She had always looked so 
upon Effie as a child, that she had never 
thought of her in connection with a woman's 
feelings and lot ; ^^ But it is too late now to 
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undo the past^ so ycm must prepare for the 
future. Effie^ Effie^ I fe6r you can never 
marry Mr. Egertoun/' 

Effie looked up with a curious mixture of 
simplicity and ingenuousness. ^' But I don't 
want to marry him just yet — I don't think 
he^d care either^ till we are both rather 
older.'' 

^Look at me^ my darling sistcir^'^ said 
Constance^ raising the head once more — 
^^ there^ with your eyfes — so — you bve Mn 
Egertoun^ do you V — ^The sudden reijiug oi 
the eyes^ and crimsoning of the cheeky was 
more than answer enough^ and Constance 
sighed : — " then if you lore true, his welfare 
is dearer to you than your own. I mean, 
you would wish to see him do what is 
right.'* 

^^ Yes,** murmured Effie. 

"Well then, you must tell him, you 
can't love him, and he must cease to love 

you/* 
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^ Oh Constance I Why T exclaimed Effie, 
and she burst into tears. 

^' Don't you see, my dearest. I know 
enough of Sir John Egertoun to be sure 
that he will never consent to his only son, 
the heir of his largfe estates in Derbyshire, 
marrying a portionless girl, and in the eyes 
of the world (oh that I must say itj the 
daughter of a bankrupt. He is rich, for 
wealth what would be called a good match. 
Besides, do you forget what you yourself 
once told me, is there not already some kind 
of half engagement between him and some 
lady— Lady Anne Willock, I think it was.'* 

*^ Yes, his family wish it, they want it^ 
because it will unite two branches, or some- 
thing, but he doesn't, I know ; though true, 
he did say something about — about not 
talking much about it all just yet — ^perhaps 
that was the reason.'^ 

^^Very likely, my poor darling, and that 
makes the whole thing more hopeless." 

i2 
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. ^^But I don't see: Sir John may have 
other views for his son, but if he, he himself 
loves me, why,'' said Effie, drying her tears, 
and holding' up her head, " the whole world 
may come between us, but it can make no 
difference; he is old enough to judge for 
himself, though it is true he said, I must 
not make it public just yet,'' — she added in 
a lower tone. 

^^Then be courageous, and break it off 
altogether." 

" But I can't make him unhappy,'* said 
EflSe, in a low voice. 

" Then, dearest, you will not wish him to 
do a single thing that is wrong. He will 
suffer, and you W'ill suffer^ if you break off 
your engagement now ; but if at all hazards 
you both determine to fulfil it with, or 
without, his father's consent, you will load 
his life, and your own, with an error at its 
very butsetting." 

" Oh, don't ! You frighten me ! What 
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Would j^ou have me do then ?" said Effie^ in 
a whisper choked with tears. 

^^ My dearest 1 you see his having hinted 
at the impossibility of making* it known just 
yet, shews what his father will think, and 
the consequence will be probably, eithef 
that he will persuade you into marrjdng 
him ag'ainst that will, or else years and years 
will drag out their long span over your heart 
in the dark canker of an unacknowledged 
eng-agement — have you a length of courage 
enough in your heart for that — for I own I 
have it not for you !'' Her voice sank, and 
Effie's reply was only another burst of tears. 
Constance went on as she circled her still 
more closely with her arms. 

*^How does it now stand then, dearest? 

What do you intend doing V^ 

^^ I don't know,*' said Effie, sobbing, ^^ we 
were to go on as usual for a little while, — 
jill — till — I don't know. I shall see him 

to-morrow at Lady Egertoun's." 
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" No, my dear sister, you will not, Ytm 
must give up going to Lady Egertoun's ; it 
would not be right in the present relation in 
whioh you stand to her son.*' 

^^But I must, I mtist see him again!'' 
cried Effie, vehemently, clasping her hands. 

^^ Then he must come here, but if, my dar- 
ling, you would only write to him instead/' 

^^ Write to him 1 but what should I tell 
him — only that I love him now, and will love 
him for ever," answered Effie, withdrawing 
herself from her sister's embrace, and seat- 
ing herself on the jQoor with a kind of dull 
heavy determination, her hands clasped and 
her tears dried. 

^^ No, you have too strong a sense of duty 
for that;" said Constance, firmly, though 
within a certain half unconscious sinking of 
the heart, belied her words. ^*You must 
either break off at once your engagement, 
or prevail on him to ask his father's sanc- 
tion." 
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^^ Constance, this is cniel! You know 
what the consequences will be. I told you — 
— he said himself it must not be made known 
just yet,'' answered Effie, in a dogged tone 
of determined resistance. 

" Oh EiBe I can you think this right ? Is 
it not all the more proof of the necessity of 
either one or the other course being pursued ? 
I too know the result of the latter ; there- 
fore, I would say — have courage for the 
former. My words are harsh ; but oh ! my 
darling sister, we must do the right even if 
it involved the cutting off of the right hand 
or the plucking out the right eye." 

^^ Easy, very ! for those who are only to 
see it done.'' 

Constance turned away, her heart swelling 
with the sense of the bitter untruth of the 
speech. 

Had she not done both, and were not the 
wounds consequent on both still unhealed 
and bleeding, galled afresh by the cruel 
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taunt. She would leave her to herself, What 
mattered it ; if she would go her own way 
she must. It was but a moment. The 
dark cloud passed ; and Constance could 
have wept with the sense of that decidedness 
of manner that almost merited the name of 
harshness. 

^^Forg^ive me^ my darling Effie, I was 
harsh ; I was more than harsh — cruel/' she 
said^ as she knelt beside her sister^ and drew 
the pretty head to her bosom. ^^ There, kiss 
me. Say you forgive mej I am sorry — 
very.'' 

Effie returned the kiss; it was not her 
nature to maintain an obdurate manner long. 
And as she felt her sister's tears on her own 
cheek, it quite conquered her, and she flung 
her hands round her, weeping passion a telj^, 
'^ I shall never see him more ! Oh Constance, 
I cannot live without him !" 

Alas ! how well Constance knew the 
symptoms of that pain, that perhaps was 
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iiow in its turn to consume her sister's young' 
life also. She soothed and caressed her. 
Through the long* hours of night she listened 
to the pleading of earthly love, agfiinst the 
dictates of the stern unbending ^^ right" — 
sympathised^ ' urged, reasoned again and 
again j raised up a goodly fabric of argu- 
ments to have them only overturned ; and 
at last^ as the first faint blush of morning 
stole up the eastern horizon^ received Effie's 
promise that she would write to Mr. Eger- 
toun the next day, either to break off their 
engagement, or, which was all but tanta- 
mount to it, make it known to his father. 

Then Effie, new to son^ow and the way of 
her path therein, fell asleep; while she 
whose course had so long been beside the 
waters of bitterness, watched through that 
length of night, in prayers and tears, and 
strong wrestling for the sister whose strife 
and struggle was to begin perchance from 
henceforth ; to end only till the tired life was 
laid down for ever. 
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'' Wen, Effie, how did the ball go oSV 
was Gerald's salutation to his sister^ as she 
furtively entered the breakfast room next 
morning. 

She had woke that day with a strange 
dim feeling; a vague perception of the 
woman's lot that was come upon her ; a con* 
fused memory of something painful ; then 
the whole truth came back upon her^ and 
she hid her face in the bedclothes, dreading 
to look. upon another day— its very light was 
sickening to her. She longed to remain in 
her own room ; but with a woman's lot was 
come a woman's reserve, and poor childish 
little Effie nerved up herself to try and be 
as she had been before. Yain attempt! 
The shrinking, flushed, and drooping eyed 
girl who entered the breakfast room that 
morning, was no more the merry bright- 
eyed child who had left the same room the 
evening before. 

" Well, tell us all about it, Effie. Come, 
you can't have left your tongue behind you.*' 



4 
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Poor Effie ! It was all so new to her^ the 
bearing and the struggles of sorrow^ that 
she did not quite fulfil her part well. She 
If^ughed and talked by fits and starts^ with 
alternations of flushing cheeks and icy bands^ 
t^en grew suddenly abstracted and silent ; 
while Constance^ who had served a long 
apprenticeship in the school of sufferings fol- 
lowed quietly in the track of her changeful 
eonversation^ smoothing down its sudden 
roughnesses^ overlaying its quick startings 
and outjuttings^ and bridging over the gaps 
and hiatus of her speech into uniformity. 

^^ But you have not mentioned Mr. Frank 
Egertoun. Was he one of your favoured 
partners V^ suddenly interrupted Archie. 

At that moment Constance most naturally 
— i. e. unnaturally upset her teacup; and in 
the confusion that ensued of regrets over the 
tea lost^ and lamentations over the dress 
spoilt^ Effie's cheeks escaped observation. 

When the mankind of the house had at 
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length drawn off in order of battle to their 
respective avocations^ i.e. Archie to his 
counting-house, Gerald to his King^s Col- 
lege, and Mr. Conyngham to his arm-chair, 
Constance ventured to creep up to poor Effie, 
whose absence from her usual duties seemed 
the natural consequence of a ball. 

She found, as she had expected, all the 
work to be done over again, all the field 
traversed once more, but the patient, loving, 
Steadfast heart conquered again in that pro* 
tracted battle. 

At last she left Effie to write her letter to 
Frank Egertoun, to tell him her reasons 
why she could not go on in the deceit of a 
tacit engagement, for such she felt it must be 
—he— appearing to fall into his father's views 
for the present with regard to Lady Anne 
Willock — she still going to Lady Egertoun, 
Secretly bound by a sacred tie to her son. 

^^ Sister Conny, come and talk," was the 
uuwelcome request proffered by Easily as 
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she entered the room. Never was command 
more diflScult to obey^ or request more un- 
welcome. 

^^What about?'' she answered, seating^ 
herself beside his chair, and taking one of 
his hands in hers. 

" There — that's nice !" said Basil, settlings 
himself with his head on her lap — ^^ About 
what my hymn x;alls — 

* The land where spirits bright, 
Are robed and dress'd in Jesus' light.* 

Sister Conny, don't you wish to go there-?'* 
*^ By-and-bye I trust I shall, my darling/' 
— ^then added, in a lower tone— ^^ when I 
have endured to the end." 

Basil caught the words — " endured to the 
end." ^^ Is it so very hard, sister Conny V^ 
he said, looking up into his sister's face, but 
he saw not the answer given in quiet tears : 
^^It don't seem to me hard, only some- 
times when I do so long to go, but then I 
think God must know best. Perhaps He 
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thinks I shall love my home better when I 
do g'o there^ if I wait for it a little now. Do 
you think I shall T 

'^My darling", I do not doubt it. He 
Wants you to love Him very much here 
first, that you may love Him for ever after 
there.'' 

^^ Oh sister Oonny ! I can't make out such 
goodness. Why did God love us so very 
much? Don't you think we ought not to 
mind if He gives ua sometimes a wee bit of 
painr 

^^ Indeed, we ought not, dear.'' 

^^So I thought the other night when I 
had a bad toothache, all, all night long. I 
was cross at first, and cried a long time ; but 
then, do you know afterwards I remembered 
what you read to me about the Crown of 
Thorns. Don't you think the pain from 
those sharp thorns must have been much 
worse than my aching tooth ?" 

^^ Constance I Constance 1" cried Mr. 
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Conyngham, suddenly looking* up from the 
depths of his arm-chair, ^^ do you know what 
o^clock it is ?" 

^^ No, dear papa, is it late ?" 

^^ Late ! to be sure it is. If you intend 
to go out for a walk, you should be punc- 
tual. I hate' things not done in time; why 
it is four minutes and twenty seconds past 
eleven/' 

At the same moment Katherine appeared 
with her bonnet and cloak on, and Con- 
stance went to get ready. She, who had 
so well sustained her own grief was almost 
a coward in her sister's — ^but over her heart 
a thought came floating, and settled it- 
self down : " That it may pleaae Thee to 
strengthen such as do stand, and to comfort 
the weak-hearted, and to raise up them that 
iall, and finally to beat down Satan under 
our fect.^ 
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CHAPTER VII. 

•• I pray thee, cease thy counBel, 
Which falls into mine ears, as profitless 
As water in a sieve/* 

Much Ado about Nothing. 

Gentle friends, 
" Let's kill him boldly— but not wrathfully ; 
Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds.** 

Julius CcBsar, 

Round a crackling fire (as the weather 
was still chilly) sat that same evening the 
family of the Egertouns, with the exception 
of the son ; the father, the mother, the two 
grown up daughters, and the two younger 
ones (Effie's pupils), who were twins. The 
eldest daughter, having early discovered 
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that nature had not intended her for a 
beauty, in default thereof resolved to be a 
blue, read Locke and Bacon, wrote extracts, 
eschewed novels, and had always on hand 
for public occasions in the family, a complete 
stock of moral axioms, solid observations, 
and sensible remarks. The second daughter, 
who occupied the position of the beauty of 
the family, after a resultless campaign of 
four seasons, still cultivated her voice and 
her ringlets, and wrote sonnets on '^The 
days that were gone,'' in which she gave 
you to understand that all her happiness 
was gone along with them. How, or when 
this awful state of collapse in her earthly 
prospects took place, was not specified ; 
consequently rather vague and indefinite 
were the terms in which she laid claim to 
some — 

" Secret woe the world had never known." 

Perhaps from the same reason that Sir 
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Walter Scott did^ because it sounded weU, 
and was gentlemanly. 

^^How sweet dear Anne did look —don't 
you think so, Sarah/' said the beauty^ who 
had always made it a point to admire ihe 
pug-noBed^ and small-eyed of the race of 
woman. 

^^ Well, I don't know," replied her more 
sensible sister, looking up from a large quarto 
volume before her — ^^ in my opinion her face 
wants breadth/' 

" Wants what, sister Sarah ?'' said one of 
the twins^ who were both paying little atten- 
tions to their individual dolls, in a corner ; 
"You wouldn't have her face like a full 
moon, as yours is, would you V 

No reply was vouchsafed to this remark, 
except a " Don't be troublesome, child — I 
consider," she went on addressing the room 
at large, ^^ Anne's face wants expression; 
she is so distressingly ignorant too I I hap- 
pened to mention something about the 
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geological strata of the earth hefore her the 
other day, and I assure you she had neve^ 
even heard of the tertiary age.'* 

^^ Ha I ha V^ cried Sir Anstey Bgertoun, 
looking up from his newspaper— *^ Don't 
you think she has heard more than you have 
how to darn a stocking — strata of the 
earth, fiddlesticks ! — strata of a calf s-head 
pie — give me the woman who knows that, 
and I'd hack her against any of your hlue 
stockings." A silence ensued in which the 
sentimental sister seemed to he contemplating 
the strata of her curls in the mirror opposite, 
and the sensible sister in digesting the insult 
paid to her tertiary age. 

^^ I say/' said Sir Anstey again, ^^ whereas 
that boy Frank off to again to-night? — 
'pon my word it is too bad, to see how he 
behaved last night to Lady Anne too ; I 
declare he didn't dance with her once — Well, 
well — perhaps he didn't know though 
that she would have to go away so early, 

VOL. II. K 
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and so thought he'd be in time after 
all.*' 

" No he didn't, pa/' said one of the hope- 
ful twins, ^^ I know he knew because I told 
him ; but, pa, I don't know, but I don't 
think," she continued, approaching him on 
tip-toe, and looking mysterious. 

'^ Well, puss, what now ?" said her father, 
tapping her under the chin. 

^^ Why, I think, Mary you know — " 
^' Hush, Fanny," said the more discreet of 
the twins. 

"Wh}^, pa, I mustn't tell, only nurse 
says she don't think." 
'^ Oh, a secret is it j well, chatter-box ?" 
^^Oh, I won't tell, 'cause nurse says I 
mustn't, but I heard Morley tell nurse, that 
she thinks brother Frank don't much mind 
about Lady Anne." 

^' What business has Morley to think about 
it, pray ? " exclaimed Sir Anstey, in a voice 
which sent the poor little revealer of secrets 
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back to her dolls. ^^My dear/' he said, 
addressing" his wife, ^^that Morley is too 
talkative by half, she's up to every thing* but 
her own affairs ; she had better mind what 
she is about, or she may suit herself some- 
where else, I can tell her." 

"My dear,'' interposed his wife, in a 
deprecatory tone j " Oh papa !" echoed the 
sentimental daughter. 

** Pooh-pooh, I don't like your lady's 
maids, with their bits of caps, and bits of 
finery; g'ive me a downright maid of the 
olden time, who is not above saying ma'am, 
and wearing white aprons. Now-a-days 
there are no servants, they are all attendants 
— psha ! —stuff, and non3ense !'^ 

"Oh papa," ejaculated the sentimental 
sister again, " but Morley does dress hair so 
perfectly, quite an artiste she is I — Do you 
know she told me, too, she heard Lady 
Sophia Wilmington remark that my toilette 
last night was the most recherch^e in the 
room." 
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" That Morley is a humbug'/^ growled Sir 
Anstey. 

^^ Really, Lucretia/' said the sensible Sarah, 
^^ it is quite foolish to hear you talking* al- 
ways of dress, as if a woman's success 
depended on her dress; in my opinion it 
does not matter what a woman looks like, 
so long" as she converses well." 

^^ There I differ from you/' replied Lucre- 
tia, with a little glance of self congratula- 
tion at the mirror opposite : " by the way, 
Sarah," she continued, relapsing* into the 
melancholy mood, ^^did you remark Lord 
Augustus Doodle last night, so interesting* 
looking; he was leaning against the door 
all the time I was dancing with Mr. Spindel 
Shanke— he did sigh so ! — poor man !" 

"Oh, Lucretia," exclaimed the twin Fanny, 
" Do you know he was so kind to me, he 
took me on his knee, he did really I" and 
she looked properly elated at the idea of a 
real lord having so far demeaned himself; 
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while sister Lucretia murmured, " How 
interesting/' over her work. " Yes, that ha 
did/' continued Fanny, who felt herself a 
heroine in consequence ; ^^ and he talked to 
me oh so much about my dolk and things." 

^^ Now how kind,'' murmured sipter Iju- 
cretia again, 

^^ Only he wanted to know so many tfaing% 
?t was quite fimny ; he did ask such a heap 
of questions, who taught me, and what I 
learnt, and how many kings of England 
there were, and whether it wasn't very nice 
to have lessons ; and oh he said such a funny 
thing, he would like to come and have 
lessons too, wasn't it funny ?" 

" Ah !" said Lucretia to herself, " I thought 
he did look at me a great deal — Ah 1 1 see I 
must be careful. I would not drive him to 
despair, and yet he is so interesting ; I could 
not be his but still I would sacrifice much ; but 
peace, I must wait in patience, and not 
inflict a greater wound than I can help*'' 
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Perhaps considering* the gentleman in 
question had not yet given her the opportu- 
nity of inflicting* any at all^ it was the wisest 
conclusion to come to. 

^^ I was right I perceive,*' thought sister 
Sarah on the other side of the table : ^^ He 
certainly did seem very much struck with my 
remark on the income tax — ^by the way, Vl\ 
get up ^ De Lolme ;' — I remember hearing 
that Lord Augustus takes great interest in 
the Constitution. I hope, Fanny/' she said, 
addressing her little sister, ^^ you answered 
Lord Augustus Doodle properly.'' 

^^ Oh dear me, yes, only Miss Conyngham 
stopped me ; she said I had talked quite long 
enough, so she came and took me away.'* 

^^ Very proper of Miss Conyngham/' said 
sister Sarah magnanimously, ^^ very proper ! 
in my opinion Miss Conyngham is a very 
decent sort of young person; knows her 
place, and seems really thankful for any 
little hints I can give her." 
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^^ Did you hear Lord Augustus make any 
remaiks upon the singing* last nighty Fanny ! 
didn't he think dear Anne sang that little 
thing of Glover's very sweetly?'' inquired 
Lueretia^ who was dying to know what 
effect her own spasmodic lahours in that 
line had produced. 

^^ Why, I don't know, sister Lu : I only 
heard him say Miss Conyngham's song 
^ Lochiel/ or * Lochabar/ or something, was 
better than all the crack pieces in the 
world." 

"Oh I" replied Lucretia, beginning to 
entertain a decided doubt as to Lord Augus- 
tus Doodle's infallibility in music. 

" Certainly," remarked Sarah : " I thinlik. 
Lord Augustus shews his taste. Anne sang 
that ^Quando miro,' of hers very indiffe- 
rently." - 

" Oh, but it wasn't that one," said Fanny j 
"'cause I know it was Lucretia who was 
singing, and he said she screamed like a 
peacock !" 
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Awful discovery ! Mids Lucretia's crack 
piece likened to a peacock's squall by the 
eleg'ant interesting Lord Augustus Doodle ! 
The young" lady thereupon begfan to discover 
by the aid of a new light cast upon the 
subject^ that after all she was not so sure 
whether he was so very .refined: she had 
remarked his hands^ they were actually 
thick and clumsy^ and not at all the thihg 
as to whiteness^ and then he sneezed so loud ! 
Miss Sarah^ however^ thought otherwise^ she 
said^ she had a high opinion of his sense — 
always had ; — did Fanny hear him say any- 
thing about the last new work on Mesmerism^ 
by Hardup? No Fanny hadn% he had 
gaid something she thought about Miss Co- 
liyngham's being the newest^ and the freshest 
face in the room, was that what Sarah 
meant?— No, Sarah didn't seem to mean 
that either. 

" Well, sister Sarah^ then I don't know ; 
he seemed to me to talk about nothing but 
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Miss Conyngham, he said she was the belle 
of the room, and I don't know what all ! — 
Oh, I know, — ^that she in her muslin frock 
was better than all the j^oung ladies in their 
silks and satins, don't you think so too, — eh, 
sister Sarah, eh?'^ 

But sister Sarah had suddenly discovered 
it was full time for the twins to go to bed. 

^^ You had better go up stairs, my dears, 
it is past nine o'clock, there, good night !" 

There was a deprecatory ^' Oh," from the 
parties principally concerned in this arrange- 
ment, but from sensible sister Sarah's judg- 
ment there was no appeal, so the two little 
sufferers Were dismissed the room — victims to 
Miss Fanny's predilection for revealing the 
arcana of other people's minds. Another 
half hour passed, in solemn silence, then 
came a sharp ring at the house door^ a quick 
step on the stairs, and in came Frank Eger- 
toun. 

^' Why, Frank ?" exclaimed his mother — 

K 8 
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the ^^ why, Frank/' was not uncalled for, for 
his cheeks were flushed, his hair disordered^ 
and the original strata of his boots effectually 
concealed by layers of mud. 

^^ Where have you been, Frank ?" was the 
simultaneous inquiry of both sisters. 

No answer. 

^^I consider it due to myself to state/' 
said sister Sarah ag'ain, ^^ we have been much 
scandalized, Francis, by your repeated ab- 
sences of late from the domestic cirde. 
— The charities of home.'' 

"Charities of humbug*/' interposed Sir 
Anstey : " but I say, Frank, boy, what in 
the name of everything possesses you to cut 
us all so every evening?" 

No answer. 

" My dear Frank, you really shouldn%'' 
said the meek voice of his mother, " we 
were getting* quite anxious— it really looks 
quite odd too." 

" Mother !" there was answer now, and it 
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came strong enough —utterly sending out of 
Sarah's head the impromptu speech she had 
been preparing for the last hour with which 
she was to rebuke her brother^ and win him 
back to the ^ charities of home/ 

« Mother !'' 

There was a solemn pause, and the forces 
on both sides seemed rall3ung themselves in 
order of battle, then it burst in full power. 

^^ I tell you I'll bear it no longer-r-I don't , 
care what any body says !'' cried the heir of 
the house of Egertoun, ^^ buti will not marry 
Lady Anne Willock — no, by all the powers 
above and beneath I won't — I have been 
humbugged long enough, but I won't be 
humbugged any longer," — and his hand 
came down with a bang upon the table, 
causing the books to perform a series of 
involuntary reels. 

" Eh 1 what is all this about ?" exclaimed 
Sir Anstey, in a loud voice. 

"Just what I have said," returned the 
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son, " I have borne it a long time, but I will 
bear it no longer — once for all I say, and I 
don't care who hears it — I solemnly declare 
I will never marry Lady Ann Willock/' 

*^ And once for all, I solemnly declare/ 
replied the father, " and I don't care who 
hears it — with my consent you never shall 
marry any one else.'' 

"Well, sir, we shall see," said the son, 
dogfgedly. 

" Yes, sir, we shall," answered the father 
in the same tone. Then another pause: 
" And. pray, sir, what are your views for the 
future ?" said Sir Anstey, at last 

"My views are these — Euphemia Co- 
nyngham and I are engaged." 

Sir John looked as if a thunderbolt had 
fallen at his feet. " Eh ? -Who ?— What V 
he said, literally gasping, and forgetting all 

his dignity — " what the what on earth 

has come over the boy 1*' 

^' I think, sir, I have pretty clearly ex- 
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plained the state of the case— Mis8 Euphemia 
Conyngham/' 

^^The hussey !" gasped out Sir John^, and 
could no more. 

^^ Sir I*' cried the son, firing up. 

^^ Sir, indeed, don't sir me I— so that is it 
— is it ?— well, she has played her cards well 
enough— hark ye, hoy — you are not fool 
enough to he caught by her, surely .'' 

^^ Caught, sir,'* replied the ' son haughtily, 
^^ there is no catching in the matter — ours is 
a mutual affection.'" 

^^ Mutual humbug ! — pooh-pooh ! — Frank, 
I'll never believe j^ou are such a born fool !" 

^^ Sir,'' replied the son : " this is not a 
matter to be pooh-poohed at I — it is no mere 
idle fancy of a bo}^ and girl! I marry 
Euphemia Conyngham, or I am miserable 
for life 1" 

^^ Miserable for fiddlesticks I not you— ha ! 
ha I — you'll get over it, trust me, before you 
are three months older." 

^^ You mistake me altogether^ sir ; what I 
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hare aaid I mean to abide by, as you will 
find out a few weeks bence." The deter- 
mined tone of the son, only threw fuel on the 
Other's ang%r: "Oh, that's your g'ame is 
it?" he exclaimed in a voice of rage, " well, 
play away ; but this I tell you, not one six- 
pence shall you get from me — there now you 
know— not one sixpence I say again, if you 
live to be a hundred. Don't think to come 
over me, I can be as determined as you, and 
Bo I give you fair warning — marry that girl, 
and you know the consequences !" 

" Very well, sir," replied the son quietly, 
and the father, with one tremendous bang of 
the door, swung himself out of the room. 
Frauk stood for a moment without moving 
on the hearth rug. To do him justice, he 
was usually respectful to his father, but the 
one had a great pinch of pepper, and the 
other a strong dash of vinegar, in his com- 
position, so a concussion between the two 
was always attended with slightly unpleasant 
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symptoms. As the door closed behind the 
father a sound of voices from the opposition 
bench, began to find way in ^^Ahs/' and 
^' Ohs/' and ^^ dear me-es !" 

^^ Francis, how could you/' began sister 
Sarah ; but Francis not caring* to wait while 
the Gordian knot of his sister's anger was 
being disentangled, withdrew at once from 
the scene of action, leaving them to pick the 
bones of this sudden, and un-looked for com- 
motion at their leisure. 

" Who would have thought I'' was Lucre- 
tia's exclamation, with raised eyes and hands 
when her brother was gone. 

" Who?— Why, I for one, I always saw 
through that little hypocrite !*' cried the far- 
sighted Sarah, ^^ her timid blushes and down- 
cast eyes, never deceived me ; I told you so 
from the first.'' 

This was a proposition not to be denied. 
Sarah always made a point of telling every 
one she was not to be deceived; so, con- 
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sideling all things^ she couldn't help some- 
times being right. 

' *^But, my dear/' said the meek-spirited 
mother^ who during the last ten minutes had 
gone through a series of small electric 
diocks^ and was not yet quite certain whe- 
ther her head was her own property or not, 
*^ why didn't you say so before ? I am sure 
I had no idea she was such a dangerous 
person, or I wouldn't have had her on any 
account ; but I thought you all liked her." 

^^ Psha, mamma !" said the strong-minded 
daughter, forgetting her commendatory 
speeches of poor little Euphemia Conyng- 
ham, five minutes ago, ^^ I took a dislike to 
her from the moment I saw her. I never 
like your people who blush up like a peony 
one minute and are pale as a sheet the next 
— never ! I have remarked," she continued 
oracularly, raising the forefinger of her left 
hand, ^^ it indicates a sense of crime, or an 
inclination to it ; a want of uprightness — a 
need of— of— or — or — " 
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"Goodness me, my dearP* exclaimed 
Lady Eg'ertoun } and the family separated 
for the night, thoroughly impressed with 
the dangerous nature of poor little Effie 
Oonyngbam. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

"Mea 
Can counflel, and apeak comfort to that grief 
Which thej themaelrea not feel : — 
Fetter strong madneas in a ailken thread ; 
Charm ache with air, and agony with words. 
. . • • *Ti8 all men*8 office to apeak patiesLoe 
To those that wring nnder the load of sorrow ; 
Bat no man's virtue, or sufficiency 
To be so moral, when he shall endure 
The like himself. Therefore gire me no counsel ; 
Mj griefs cry louder than adyertisement." 

Much ado about Nothing. 

** 'Tis one thing to be tempted — 
Another thing to fall." 

Measure for Measure. 

Poor Effie I the days of her childhood 
were g*one for ever; and youth, with its 
tears and its rainbow of hope, spanned itself 
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over the horizon of her life. Her letter to 
Frank Egertoun had broug^ht about the 
ejKpected consequences — there were stormy 
interviews between the two families — protes- 
tations of devoted attachment on the part of 
the son^ and protestations of a difierent kind 
on the part of the father; and so things 
continued to stand. Frank Eg^ertoun had no 
funds of his own^ so all that was to be done 
was to wait and trust. 

Weary days they were ; and when every 
night Archie used to detain Constance as 
they retired to rest^ and utter a significant 
^' Well ?" she had scarcelv the heart to an- 
swer him. 

^^ What a bore it is/' Archie would say, in 
his rugged tone of good nature, ^^ that younjj 
ladies will get into such scrapes^ as if Effie 
could not have done something* more rea- 
sonable than tumbling down head over ears 
in love! Well! and what's your present 

« 

plan of operation, eh ?'' 
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, " The old story — hope, I suppose/* 
. ^^ Then you'll have full occupation for the^ 
next ten years, that's all I can tell you.'' 
. ^^ But you take such a despairing* view." 

^^ There's no use in taking any other that 
I see. Hope makes such a poor breakfast^ 
that I don't care to look forward to it as a 
supper." 
/^ But things may change." 

^^ They may — just as the okj may fall in." 

/^ No, you are talking of possibilities, and 
I of probabilities." 

" Constance, I am perfectly serious when 
I say I should as soon expect Westminster 
Abbey to walk over here, as for Sir Anstey 
Egertoun to change. ^ Medes and Per- 
sians,' you know, that is his motto." 

*^0h no, no ! I hope not." 
. ^^But it is, I tell you. He is so con- 
ibundedly stiff and starch. I'm sure at some 
time in his life he swallowed a poker, and 
has had a fit of indigestion ever since." 
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^^ THen I don't wonder at his ill-temper. 
Good nighty Archie. Hemember Shak- 
speare— ^ There are more things in heaven 
and earth than are dreamed of in your phi- 
losophy/ ^ 

^^ Well, well I Shakspeare was a clever 
dogy and sometimes hit the right nail on the 
head j so we'll hope he is right in this case. 
After all, yon know, something may turn up 
to save little Eff. from ^sitting like patience 
smiling at a monument/ as nurse learnedly 
calls it. Good night V^ 

Gonstance took up her candle, and went 
up stairs. In vain she told herself the vanity 
of wishing. She could not bear to dash 
definitively to earth the cup in which still 
lingered the dregs of a not utterly wrung- 
out hope. She entered Effie's room : instead 
of having begun to undress, she was seated 
on the bed, weeping. Katherine stood by, 
trying to comfort her. Oh, the dry bones of 
some people's efforts at consolation. To 



214 COMING EVENTS. 

pour in the oil they only widen the wound ; 

and we shrink in dismay at the remedy 

which is worse than the disease. 
" Come, come, Effie, you must not give 

way so/^ Constance heard Katherine say as 

she came in j ^^ try and rouse yourself. You 

know weeping will do you no good/' 
Good 1 no, of course, it wouldn't ; and 

that was the very cause of her tears— it was 
poor consolation, so they only flowed the 
faster. 

"You know you are only wearing out 
your strength,'* pursued Katherine. "In- 
deed it isn't right. Try and bear it. You 
are only making matters worse. It is one's 
duty to be patient under sorrow. Every one 
has their trials ; and indeed it is very wrong 
to repine— it is flying in the face of Pro- 
vidence." 

All very true, but all very inopportune ; 
and the calm cool tones in which it was all 
said came upon the hot burning heart like 
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water upon fire^ with a hissing sound of 
pain. Effie turned away her head impa- 
tiently, and burjing^.it in the pillow, sobbed 
only the more perseveringly. 

Constance said nothing ; but putting down 
her candle, begged £atherine to come and 
unfasten her dress, and kept her some time 
talking about Basil. He had a little head- 
ache. She didn't think he had been quite 
well all day. Didn't Katherine think he 
wanted a tonic ? 

^^ Yes, yes,'' said Katherine, ^^ I dare say 
— well see about it to-morrow. But Effie? 
She really shouldn't cry so, she will make 
herself ill. So foolish of her too. If it 
could do any good, there would be some 
sense in it, but — " 

Constance cut her short with, ^^ Oh never 
mind, she'll be better presently. Perhaps, 
Katherine, you wouldn't mind telling Susan 
as you go by that I'm waiting for some hot 
watery and, oh Katherine, please tell her 
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iiot to forgf et to mend the slit I tore in my 
dress for to-morrow.- 

■ ■ • 

" Very well/' said Katherine^ shortly. 

She seemed xather inclined to Unger, but 
Constance lighted her candle^ and gave it to 
her. 

^* I suppose Effie will soon go to bed ?^' 
she said as she took it. 

^^ Oh yes, very soon.'' 

*^ It is so very bad for her to sit up.'' 

"Very bad.'' 

^^ Then you won't keep her ?" 

" No, no, of course not ;" and Constance 
looked impatiently towards the door. 

" Oh I see you want me gone. Well, I 
don't wish to be in the way," replied Ka- 
therine, interpreting the glance — ^* Good- 
night !" 
^ " Oh, I don't mean that I" 

*^0h no, of course not!" replied Ka- 
therine, in the same injured tone— '^ I never 
wish to be de-trop any where, so good 
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nigfhtl But if I might advise^ I should 
say Effie had hetter go to bed at once^ and 
go to sleep ; but of course I don't know — of 
course not." 

^^ Yes, indeed, Katherine, she is going in 
a few minutes.'' 

^^In a few hours more likely if you stay 
here. Well, good night, Effie," she said, 
going up to her, and not heeding that she 
was unable just then to take .any notice of 
her — ^ruffling up the counterpane, and upset- 
ting the pillows, till she had succeeded in 
dragging up the poor tear-stained face to be 
kissed, with the glare of the candle shining 
full upon the convulsed features and swollen 
eyelids. The door cloi^ed behind her with a 
loud click J and then Constance went up to 
Effie, and put her arm round her. Neither 
spoke— only by degrees the arm grew closer 
and closer round Effie, and the tears of both 
sisters mingled into one. 

Then Effie at last raised her head, and 

VOL. II. L 
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munnuring*^ ^ Is she g^one ? She does worry 
so/' hid her face on her sister's shoulder 
articulating^ between her sobs^ ^^Oh Con- 
stance I but it is so very hard to bear it 

aur 

^^ I know it, dearest-^ I know it^ indeedf 
it is very hard. No one knows how hard 
except those who have to bear it/' 

^^To have my whole life darkened <at its 
commencement^'' continued iEffie^ aoiid her 
tears. ^^Oh Constance, you don^t know 
what it is to suffer so !" 

A look swept over her dster's face^ that 
even was more hopeless in its pain than that 
on Effie's ; but there was no trace of it in 

* 

the voice and gentle words, ^^ Darling, I 
know it is verv hard." 

^^And then they tell me not to weep," 
continued Effie, passionately, ^^ as if I could 
help it— as if my heart wasn't breaking ; aa 
if— Oh, what shall I do? I can't bear 

itr 
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^^ It is very hard^ dearest ; I know it — 
my poor, poOT sister !'• 

There must have been some mag^c in those 
simple words, ^^It is very hard/' repeated 
over and over ag^in ; for by degrees, as Effie 
found her sorrow to be fully acknowledged 
as such, it abated in its violence ; and at last 
she was able to say, with something more of 
composure, ^^ i)o you think this is to go on 
my whole life ? If it is, how am I to bear it ?" 

^^ If God sends the trial, dear, (don't think 
me unfeeling, Effie darling). He will also 
send strength to bear it.^^ 

'^Oh Constance, it is easy for you to 
think so,'* said poor Effie, lifting her tearful 
eyes to her sister's face, on which the Kghts 
and shadows of an heroic spirit came and 
went, ^^but I — I was never made for a 
martyr.'* 

^^ But, dear, has it never struck you that 
those things we seem least made for, it is 
often those we have given us to do 1^ 
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- ^^How, Idon'tseer 

^^ Why I think there is a separate disci- 
pline of life for every one of us/' 

^^ Perhaps; but—'' 

^^Why, for instance^ persons with very 
strong wills^ they don't need bracing, but 
softening rather. So their lives are often 
bent this way and that way ; and the work 
of events and circumstances is ever at hand 
to force them out or in, till at last their 
heart becomes as an anvil, on which the 
hammer of circumstances moulds at will the 
hot iron of life/' 

^^ That may be for the strong-minded, but 
for the weak 2" 

^^ Darling, have you never remarked how 
those who seem least able to stand alone 
often stand alone the best ?" 

^^ Sometimes — ^yes/' 

^^And that is, because the supports are 
withdrawn, the trembling stem shoots up 
firmer and straighter ; the storm braces it. 
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the cold winds harden it^ and with thd 
need of strength comes the possession of 
it/' : 

^^ Ah I I see what you are thinking — you 
mean me. I know I have what you once 
called no stamina of character. Perhaps—^ 
do you think — perhaps all this may be to 
give it me V* 

^Oh Effie, don't think I was thinking 
only of you. I meant myself-every body^ 
Only I am quite sure that the discipline of 
life varies according to our different tempera- 
ments ; and whichever part of our character 
is least well fortified, there we may be sure 
the storm wiU fall.'' 

" That seems hard though." 

" Hard I No, very merciful ! Look at 
our two dispositions. I naturally so un- 
yielding — you the reverse. Now to perfect 
them both — doesn't one want softening and 
the other hardening? And isn^t it very 
merciful that our lives should be so ordered 
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M to' brin^ all that about? Wherever 
the disease is^ there must come the re^ 
medy/^ 

. ^ The ^ whys' and/ wherefores' of life," said 
£ffie, in a musing tone, '' how inexplicable 
and mysterious they are I^' 
^ ^^ Because life is a problem that can only 
be worked out by the Master mind that 
composed it. It is like a child's puzale. 
All the pieces are there^ but the knowledge 
how to fit themvis wanting. God must. give 
the key, or else it will be hut a disjointed 
firagment for ever." 

Effie sighed and hid her face again — 
^^ Ah Constance, you can reason ;, I can but 
weep.'' 

*^ Yes, dear !" said Constance, putting her 
arm round her, ^^ I know it is easy to talk, 
but very hard to endure.'' 

^^ Very," murmured Effie. 

^^But if light comes by and bye^ and it 
fvUl come^ I know it will I" replied Con- 
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stance^ a sudden ^lory flashing* over her face. 
^ Will you not bear a little darkness now ? 
No; darling*^ you must not talk any more. 
Let me read to you a little^ and don't think; 
but go to sleep and trust. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



'* TeQ me no more 
Of my lK)iiI's lofty gifts ! Are they not yain 
To quench its haunting thirst for happiness ? 
Have I not lored, and striyen, and fiiiled to bind 
One tme heart unto me» whereon my own 
Might find a resting phioe — a home for all 
Its burden of auctions ? I depart 
Unknown.*' 

Jhropema Som (Mr9. Hemana). 



^^I SAY, girls, are you very busy this 
morning V^ said Gerald, putting his head into 
the room where his sisters were sitting*, next 
day. 

" Not very/' replied Constance, hurrying' 
out of sight rather unequivocal signs of the 
reverse- " Do you want anything ?** 
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^ Why, IVe g*ot a holiday to-day ; and I 
was thinking* if you'd g'O with me to order 
my new waistcoat— a feflow doesn't know 
what to be after, if he hasn't some one to 
consult" 

Gerald was just arriving^ at that ^^ Pons 
Asinorum" whereat so many stick all their 
lives — a profound study of the mysteries of 
dress and appearance. 

Till sixteen a boy is content to go as na« 
ture and his tailor made him : that rubicon 
passed, a fervent desire after a gfood exterior 
and a thick pair of whiskers beg^ins to be 
developed — razors dawn in the far distance^ 
and devout attention is directed towards the 
future field of their prospective labours. 
Dancing is considered a ^^sine qua non," 
and dress boots necessaries of life. From 
which ordeal of hobble-de-hoyism they 
emerge either sensible men or puppies. 

Gerald's mind was undergoing this meta- 
mwphosis. He had just come into possession 

l2 
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of bi6 first qaarter'ft allowance, and was to 
buy now on his own account ; and great wa» 
the glory thereof^ of which the signs and 
symptoms were a manifest dislike to old 
clothes^ and an unmistakeable tendency to 
new ones. 

" I think/' he went on that morning, ^^ I 
shall go down to Bate's, and order him to 
send up another coat. I want loose sleeyes 
made to it— that's all the go just now/' 

" The ^ go' very soon will be/' said Archie, 
looking back, aa he left the room to prepare 
for the city, "that youVe no monej^ left- 
Look out what you're after^ }^ouiig fellow, or 
the Queen's Beiich will be your next towiH 
house." 

" Really, Gerald, you don't want amjother 
coat,^ said Katharine. 

" Now^ how can you tell^ I should like to 
know ? I say Constance, let's know at once 
— can you come or can you not ?*' 

''To be sure I will/' said Ctmstanee* 



wisely jud^n^ that opposition coiild- not cor^ 
rect what time and experience woidd soon do 
of themselves. *^I'll be ready iu a m<J^ 
ment.*' 

" Very well; don?t be twenty years putting* 
• on your shawl then/' and he went out* 

" Really, Constance/' said Effie, ^^ I don't 
see the need of your gpoing*. You don't want 
to, do you ?'' 

Constance smiled. ^^Not particularly, 
only I am sure Gerald would like it.'' 

^^ I do hate your self- martyrs/' said Ka- 
therine, with unusual vehemence. 

^^But indeed/' said Gomtance, ^Mf it 
were a punishment, but it is not — ** 

*^Why, a moment ago you were only 
talking of the many things you had to do 
this morning ; besides it is Lent, and there's 
the church bell. Well, I must say it may 
be aU very rigiit ; but I don't think those 
who make rel%ion give way to every trifle, 
can be much better than their neighbours," 



2SS COMING EYENT9. 

said Eiatherine^ in her cool provoking* t<Hie ; 
^^howerer^of course^ I am not qualified to 
judge/' 

The tone was annoyingf beyond measure^ 
for only the day before Katherine had com- 
plained because Constance did not gire up 
her own ways to suit those of others. It 
did seem hard that neither way could Con* 
stance please her; and the latter^ quickly 
gathering* up her things^ left the ro(Hn. 

A moment afterwards she returned. ^1 
don't think you quite understand what' I 
mean about Gerald^ Katherine. He is 
anxious that I should go with him. And I 
do think-^don't you — it would be wrong not 
to do evei^'thing one can to meet his wishes, 
because you see, if we are not ready to be 
his companiQnSy he will find others who are V* 

^^ Oh, I don't pretend to judge. I darfe 
say, only I like people to be consistent* 
However it doesn't matter-^not the leaitf-^ 
pray !— you are standiqg in my light." 



COMINa EVENTS* 229 

And Constance went out^ with a strong^ 
feeling of the disagreeablehess of hier sistet'a 
manner. - 

^^ Don^t you think this would be more be- 
coming* than that dingy pattern f said 
Gerald^ when they were at last in the shop^ 
holding up an awful waistcoat of many 
colours. 
' ^^ Rather remarkable, I should say V^ 

"Oh, pooh! I want to cut a dash/' he 
murmured sotto voce^ lest the shopman should 
hear. 

" Well, I don't want to control you,'' said 
Constance, gravely as circumstances would 
allow : " but if I were j^ou, I would have 
this one so neat." 

" Neat 1 bosh ! what a woman's word !" 
. ^^ Well, suppose we leave it to the shop- 
man," answered Constance, seriously dis* 
tressed, lest Oerald should come forth out of 
the tailors' hands, fit only for next May-day. 
At last he consented to this arraugement| 
and they left the shop. 
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^^ That's settled— now where are you oflP 
to V^ he said^ adjusting his ^^ stick ups/' 

^^ Have you anything* else to do ?'' . 

^^ Oh, lots — I promised to call for a fellow 
in Cumberland Street" 

'' Oh/' 

^^ Well — what's the row now ?" 

" Nothing, only I rather wanted to go to 
Carlton Gardens." 

" What on earth for ?" 

^^ Only to call on the Countess Luchezi." 

'' Oh, bother !" 

^^ But, Getttld, I can't go quite alone — I 
wish — if you wouldn't mind, — '^ 

^^Well?" 

^^ Do come with me." 

^ Hang it! not I." 

^^ I don't mean to go in, only to the door. 
You can leave me there, you know, and come- 
for me again." 

^^ Yes, and what am I to do all that while 
I should like to know, kicking my heels out^ 
side, catch me." 
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"Very well," said CouBtance; resigning 
the point, " I doa't care very mueh about it, 
— only, Gerald, please before you call for the 
^feUow,^ in Cumberland Street, you must 
take me home." 

But, boy like, of course, as soon as Con* 
stance said she didn't care, he beg-an to care. 

" Well, I don't know after all, if I mind 
walking with you to Carlton Gardens, shall 
you be an age there ?" 

" Oh no — but don't eome, please, if you 
wbuld rather not.'' 

"There! don't g-et iiato a fuss — come 
along*," and with another grunt and a growl 
to keep up a show of dislike, to impress Con^ 
stance with a sense of die sacrifice, they 
went on. 

*^You are not so foolish as to mean to 
walk all the way ?" said Gerald ag'ain. 

"Is it very far?" 

" Eodb ! just like a woman! they never 
will know distances! always think every 



382 COMING £T£NT8. 

omnibus goes to the Bank^ and every place 
is on the heels of the other — far ? of course 

it is r 

" Perhaps we had better not go then V^ 

^^Humbug^l — better have a shilling's 
worth/' 

^^ Wait then till we come to the next cab 
stand/' 

^^ Wait, till youVe walked your legs off, 
I suppose, all to save a rubbishii^ shilling 1 
I wonder what you want to come and see 
this woman so often for. I don't see the 
iiin of walking* one's self to death." 

^* She asked me to come and see her as 
often as I could," said Constance, who be* 
gan heartily to wish herself any where but 
in Oxford Street, with Gerald. 

^^ Depend upon it, she don't care — not she 
— whether you come, or pot, il^s all the 
same to her." 

^^ Oh no, no --besides she has always been 
very kind," 
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"Yes, she called upon us once, it*d 
true/' 

^^ And that is not what everj- one would 
have done, besides Effie mig^htn't have been at 
Lady Egertouu's, but for her.^ The allusion 
broug^ht back memories of present and 
fixture pain, and Constance sigfhed." 

^^ Well, I don't know if that's done us 
much ^ood, after all. I'll be bound if I 
don't think Katherine was right, and 'pon 
my word I wish Effie wasn't a governess. 
I don*t care a straw for what people say ; 
but hang it ! if it isn't a come down — Hallo 
there ; cabby !" 

The vehicle drew up, and they got in, and 
were soon rattled and shaken on to Carlton 
Gardens. They alighted at the comer, and 
Constance's timid knock having brought au 
answer in the affirmative, Oerald left her> 
and she entered. The Countess was seated^ 
before her easel, on which lay a half finished 
sketch. It was a St. Cecilia, the face 
upturned in the intensity of devotion, 
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and the whole countenance radiant with 
glory- 

^^ Oh, IB it you^ carina?" she said, coming 
forward with a smile of pleasure ; ^^ I thought 
you never medt>t to come again ; what has 
been the reason? — however, never mind; 
here you are at last, mia oai^a, so come look, 
is. not this face glorious?" 

Constance took the picture, and gazed, 
without speaking, on the pure brow, till 
tears gathered in her eyes. 

" Ah," exclaimed the Italian, ^^ I see you 
know how to admire. I cont(^ss I have always 
a fear, a little fear of you English iu such 
matters. Oh your gH)od sense! how it 
reduce^ to reason, and so tears in pieces the 
dreams of the imagination." 

^^Are you not rather hard upon ui% 
Signora," said Constance, smiling. 

^^No, no— as a nation, you are very fond 
of taking things to pieces to find out how 
they are put together." 

^^ Well, perhaps we are." 
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^^ Oh yes, ycnir good sense at work lipon 
xmaghiation, oH wbat work it is ! such rend-* 
mg in twain, anatomizing', and disseetin^^ 
till nothing is left but the bare skin, and 
bone ; the beautiful colouring, soft hues, and 
halo Hght, goi)6, gone for ever V^ 

^^ But ean Hi be avoided? we are a nation 
of practical men, and practical men handle 
such subjects so roughly that* they always 
fall to pieces in their grasp, and some things 
to b& felt deeply, I have thought l!ately,must 
nbt be reasoned upon* too acutely," replied 
Gcmstance, hesitating and blushing. 

^^ So I think : Oh K' exclaimed ihe Italian, 
dasping her liands as she stood befbfre her 
easel, ^^ what would I not give ta be a 
painter !'' 

^ You have been copying this picture V* 

"Copying, foUy-r-Wbat is it to copy? — 
is it to feel the burning tide of lo'oad ideas 
flowing through the soul — is it to aee l^i^n 
shadowed ferth on the disc of the mind, and 
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to know one's self to have the power to 
draw them in light? — No! — Genius has 
wings tobear it upward on to Heay«i-^I 
but follow on the crutches of a feeble endear 
vour^ and a powerless will ! Oh to be agteat 
painter ! to catch the angel vision as it flits* 
across the soul^ and stamp it into immor- 
taUty r 

^ It must be a great gift/^ said Cionstance^ 
in a musing tone* 

^^ Great ! — You know not what you speak 
of 1— I am a daughter of Italy, and ours is 
the heritage of great thoughts^ and great 
deeds; but you— you have never gazed on 
the legacy of her sons — the burning thoughts^ 
thought out into marble— kindled into paints 
ing, or spoke up into music — Oh Italy/' sl^ 
exclaimed^ her eyes lighting up into sudden 
glory — ^^ your skies make your children^ and 
your children in their works give you back 
your skies !'' 
. ^^ Sut would you not rather be a great 
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musician^ than a great painter?'' said Gon«- 
8tance^ after a paose. 

•* I care not ! — to translate the throhbing's 
of my soul whether into hues^ and outward 
ferm^ or into the inarticulate moaningfs of a 
wordless melody, is what I long for 1 Oh to 
be of such ! — life then would indeed be worth 
living for. Now I look round on my fellow 
creatures, and see them, only existing to gain 
a few pence, read a few novels, and I ask 
myself is this what- man was created for?'' 

^^ God forbid/' exclaimed Constance, with 
unintentional energy. 

^^ For what then, to be tossed about for a 
&w wretched years, like a child's idle toy, 
to be for ever a mere 



" Pendulum between a smile and a tear.'* 

To plan much, to accomplish nothing— to 
desire the universe, and to possess not a 
comer in it ! — ^then the end. The dotage of 
mind and body— the being thrown aside like 
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a wartUess imtniment fromiv<hence the bow 
of drcamstance can draw time no long^er^ 
and at hat to be ahnffled off the sta^e of 
life, by finesh comers^ that they may have 
more elbow room to ran the same race of 
nothingness, and end it like ns in a tomb- 
stone P 

^ Oh, but it need not be so,'' exclaimed 
Constance, hnrriedly. 

« But it is so/' 

^'Yes — ^yes — because most lives want a 
keystone/' 

^^ E vero ! but the keystone who shall find 
it I Religion may be for such a life as yours, 
but if mine is finished into greatness, it must 
be by some other means." She leant her 
head on her hands, and her bosom heaved ; 
when she looked up ag^in the cloud had 
passed away, and her voice had returned to 
its usual tone; ^^We have wandered fiir 
from art," she said: "but England/' she 
continued with a sigh, ^^ is not the land for 
art/' 
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*^ Because we see every thingf through a 
£g|g here/' replied Cooetance^ with a smile^ 
that had something^ of its old archness lurk-* 
ii\g in it. 

^^Art! Oh to you Islanders, and to us 
Italians, it is a very different thing— to you, 
it is a mere ^ passe-temps,' to us it is ^ life/ '' 

^^ And sometimes to us too/' 

" Oh no^ no I place an JSnglishmaii before 
a Raphael, or a Titian^ whdt does he say : — 
^ Ah pretty picture that 1' — ^ not so bad 'poa 
my honour !' — and I ask you are these fitting* 
terms for those glorious winged thoughts 
stamped into visibility, that have welled up 
from the depths of the giant souls among us, 
to kindle pur colder hearts into something 
like the worship of an adoring admiration, 
and a fervent praise f 

^^ Some can feel though — the many may 
not perhaps/' 

- " Some I yes, you for one, poverina ; that 
pale face of yours like the lava crust only 
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hides tbe burning^ ashes beneath — tell me f 
and the Countess rose and stood before 
Constance : ^' have you never felt the flood 
of burning thoughts swell your soul^ till you 
thought it must burst ? ^ 

« Often/' 

.^ What do you do then V 

^^ Lift them still higher/' she covered her 
face ^ath her hands^ ^^ till they lose them- 
selves in God/' A hopeless expression 
swept over the beautiful Italian's face^ and 
she did not reply. ^^ Oh it is sad/' at last 
she said^ ^^ to be a genius in will^ but not in 
pow^r. I envy the very brute that goes his 
daily round, and wants no more ! but for the 
gifted !-their aspirations must be quenched 
in tears on the deserted hearth-stone of a 
sacked and empty spirit Basta! I will 
not complain of life ; I may not need to do 
it long !" 

Constance looked up in alarm. ^^ Oh 
Signora :-^what — is anything the matter?" 
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^^ Poverina ! have I frigfhtened you ! — 
nothing*^ nothing*^ only the shadows thicken 
on the dial/' 

•^ You will not die?*' whispered Constance/ 
in a husky voice. 

^' Die ! who said I should die V^ exclaimed 
the Countess impetuously^ she sat down on 
the sofa, tremhiing* violently, then sweeping* 
away the dark locks from her brow she re- 
sumed in a would-be careless air — ^^ Pace I 
what folly of a brain-sick girl is this. Do I 
look like one on whom the seal is already set 
— is the grave waiting for its victim, and 
the compact of blood cancelled ? Ha ! — what 
say I — am I mad !" and she pressed her 
hands to her forehead. Constance was 
frightened ; she would have sprung to the 
bell to summon her attendant, but the 
Italian prevented her. '^It is over now,'' 
she said, looking up more calmly : ^^ I am 
subject to these fits from infancy, fear them 
not, but forget them — stay, mia cara, I had 
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forgotten — I want you^ as a special favour^ 
to oome to me Tuesday fortnight^ the 80tb*'^ 

^^I^ Signora^ I thought you had an 
assembly that day/' 

^^ I know it, and therefore I want you/' 

^ I cannot come, Signora,** replied Con- 
stance, rather proudly. 

^^ Surely you will not refuse me/' 

^* I am sorry, but I never go out to 
evening parties/' 

"I thought you were my friend,'* said 
the Italian, almost sadly: '^and do friends 
refuse friends ?" 

^^Do friends ask friends unbefitting re- 
quests — ^what should I do, Signora, amongst 
your guests," and a red flush mounted to. her 
face: '' I cannot feel their equal, and I do 
not wish to feel theii: inferior/' . ; , 

^^ And do you thiqk I would brook thai 
you should ? mia cara, you do not know me I 
I wished for you only because in the heart* 
lessness of large assemblies it is something 
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to 1)6 sure of only one heart there ; but forgive 
me that I asked it — I will not so oifend 
again/' , 

^^ Signora^ I will come/' 

^^ Not if it pains you, mia cara/' 

"I believe it only pains my pride. I 
thought I had long since learnt to be humble, 
but I see the lesson is still unlearnt/' said 
Constance, in a low tone. 

^' No, you shall not sacrifice your pride 
to me." 

*^ Please don't say any more about it,** 
said Constance, the tears in her eyes : " I 
shall not think you have forgiven me, unless 
you let me come. At what hour ?" 

^^ Oh you must come in the afternoon^ at 
least quite early, it would not be fitting 
else, but I shall see you again before that, 
arnica mia." 

A few more words and they parted : as 
the door closed behind Constance, the 
Countess repeated to herself the words. 
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" Die, must I die 1'*— and covering' her face 
with her bands remained in silent thought; 
for some moments, then slowly rising* walked 
wearily to the window, and looked languidly 
out. At that instant clear and distinct, the 
wind broug'ht on its wings the sound of 
church bells. It rose, it fell; sank into 
silence, then quivered again into sound, and 
blending with the dying cadence of those 
pleading bells, there rose up in the heart of 
the young Countess, the murmur of an almost 
died out memory of what once had been. 
She covered her face with her hands and 
Ustened— clear and distinct above all, as 
though set to that whispering music, there 
flowed back upon her soul the freshness and 
the beauty glow of childhood ; the time when 
the world was to her but as a visible song 
breathed into beauty by the Breath of GO0 
— and its fabric, one vast lyre whence the 
Rnger of Omnipotence drew forth the tones 
of a never-fiiiling and all-satisfjing love. 
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Many a weary path had been trod since 
then. The world had offered her its cup of 
pleasure ; she had drained it^ and now only 
the dre^s were left : She had raised the veil 
of outward decorum^ looked beneath and 
seen the coffin and the shroud. ^^ Oh the 
littleness of earth V^ was her continued cry — 
what, if instead, she might eome to feel 
"the Greatness of Heaven P ^Come/ 
pealed on the bells — ^ Come/ murmured the 
voiceless music of the clouds as they floated 
slowly past her gfaze — ^ Come/ entreated the 
unutterable yearnings of a void and hungry 
soul within. Was not the Hand-writing of 
God already beginning to be visible on the 
outer walls of her mortal tabernacle, and what 
if she had not provided herself a home where 
she should go when she was put out of her 
earthly stewardship ! 

A few moments later, and the proud form 
of the stately Countess was bowed low in 
the Church of God, listening with a strange 
kind of wondering awe to the service. It 
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was the 16th day of the month; and the 
words of the Psalmist fell with a new 
and unearthly meaning* on the fevered heart 
of the Italian. " how amiable are Thy 
dwellings; Thou Lord of Hosts*' — ^then the 
answer— ^^ My soul hath a desire and longing 
to enter into the courts of the Lord — My 
heart and my flesh rejoice in the living* 
God," What a revelation of a new and 
mysterious life did these words convey— of 
something infinitely beyond the rang-e of 
earth and time — of something on which the 
dust of earth rested not — of an all-satisfy ii^g 
object of love, even a panting and a thirst- 
ing after the presence of that God, as a 
living and present reality, which she had 
learnt to regard as a far off, mysterious 
abstraction. 

The service continued. There was the 
cry of human want to the ear of infinite 
mercy, ^ Grant us that peace, which the 
world cannot ^ve,' — ^the petition of human 
weakness to the ear of perfect Power, ^ Lighten 
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our darkness, Lord'' — and the soft plead- 
ings of sorrow, like the dropping of quiet 
tears, for ^ those who are in any way afflicted 
in mind, body, or estate :' — while over all 
was shed the dew-like blessing of * The 
Grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Love of 
God, and the Fellowship of the Holy 
Ghost/' 

The Countess rose up, and followed the 
congregation out of the church, and then 
went home, to hope. Through the thick 
fog of an objectless life, one straggling sun- 
beam had penetrated, and the strife had 
begun. 
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CHAPTER X. ' 

Love me, oh beloved ! 

That love being near. Heaven may not seem so far! 

E, Barett JBrawnin§. 

Ye weep for those who we^ I she said. 
Ah! foob, I bid you pass them by, 
Go weep for those whose hearts have bled 
What time their eyes were dry ! 

E. Barett Brownmg. 

There was a lai^ assembly in the rooms 
of the Countess Lucchesi^ where mueh of 
the rank and wealth of London were 
^thei*ed on the night of the 30th of June. 

^^ Ha ! Villiers !" said one young* man 
addressing another^ who on account of the 
crush was reduced to a vacant situation by 
the door post. 

^* Ah, Crankie, how d'ye do/' replied Vil- 
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lierS) with a uod^ as he tried to pass oji^ hut 
in vain. 

"It's no go/' said the former speaker^ 
fing'ering his immaculate collar: "Where 
have you been, aw — aw — this season ?" 

" In Warwickshire/' 

"The deuce you havel didn't you find it, 
aw a w — confounded dull ?" 

" No." 

*^ A horrid bore — I should have said — here, 
I say Villiers;'' but Villiers, making' a 
vig'orous charg'e on the crowd in front, had 
this time cleared himself a passage, mutter- 
ing* as he did so, "Insufferable puppy! 
claiming acquaintance with me too — -cool 1'' 

" I say, Crankie," drawled a young exqui- 
site of the class ^ interesting' whose spasmo- 
dic efforts after mustachios had as yet sig- 
nally failed : " who's that fellow ? fashion- 
able looking rather — hey ?" 

This assertion was very paralytic in its 
delivery, the temerity of the step being 

M 2 
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great Exquisite had ventured an opinion 
of his own^ and that was a thing he never 
pretended to have. 

«Eh?— Who?— Oh, Vflfiers, aw— aw— 
good • fellow enough— but aw — aw — eon- 
founded touchy, know him — eh V^ 

^ Think IVe seen him before,'' replied the 
young Telemachus, who because he knew 
nobody, was always desirous of seeming to 
know every body. 

" Dare say,'' answered his Mentor. 

^^He looks uncommon^ glum," remarked 
Telemachus agam. 

" Aw, aw, by the way old Villiers him- 
self hasn't been dead long." 

^^ Oh that accounts for it." 

*^ Pooh ! fathers die every day." 

^^Hal ha I so they do," replied Tele- 
machus, as if a new truth had suddenly 
dawned upon him — then became suddenly 
seized with a violent fit of coughing, to hide 
his confusion at his own greenness in sup- 
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posing' sons ware ev^r sorry for the deatk 
of their fathers. 

In the meantime Edgttr Yilliers edged on 
his way through the crowded rooms : ^^ How 
d^ye do, Mr. Villiers?'' said a portly lady 
irom her niche on a sofa where she sat 
enshrined heneath the monumental erection 
of her turban. 

Villiers stopped, stared, looked bewildered, 
recovered himself, and bowed. 

^^ Why, Mr. Villiers,'' pursued the lady, 
^^ I declare I thought you were going to 
give me the ^ cut direct: you have forgotten 
me.'' 

^^ I beg your pardon. Lady Boryngall, I 
should know you any where.'' 

'^ Fi done 1" replied the lady, taking for. a 
great compliment what certain unequivocal 
little twitchings about the speaker's mouth 
rather belied. 

'^What a dreadful flatterer you are! — 
Oh don't go — I want to talk to you, come sit 
down here.*' 
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^^No thank you/' thougfht Villiers t& 
himself : ^' Oh^ indeed^ Lady Boryngfall, I 
could not think of crowding' you so/^ 

" Oh but it doesn't in the least— there !— 
now^ come there is plenty of room/'' she 
said^ squeezing^ herself into as small a space 
as her squeezing capacities would admit of<r 
There was no appeal from a lady's will } so 
Villiers, making* a virtue of necessity, by a 
desperate act of resignation, swallowed 
twenty anticipatory yawns^ and sat down. 

^^ Ah that's right I now 1 want you to tell 
me every one in the room I" 

At this very pleasing little prospective 
entertainment the victim sighed; to hide 
that, laughed, and to conceal that^ coughed. 
; ^^ How many hours do you propose sitting 
here, Lady Boryngall ; for I can't comply 
with your request under twelve ?" 

^^ Oh you horrid man I — of course I only 
mean the celebrities ?" 

^' You are cruel, Lady Boryngall ; how 
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am I to solve the problem as to. who are the 
celebrities 3 am I to know them by instinct) 
or by revelation. What a pity it is, a man 
cao't wear his qaalifications on his forehead/' 

^* Yes, a ^reat pity," echoed the lady, 
looking* rather puzzled as to whether her 
companion was in jest, or earnest ; then 
continued : '^ Well, what do you think of 
that man there — will he come under the 
class do you think V pointing* to a remarks- 
able looking human specimen — " I wonder 
where he comes from ?" 

'' The room of horrors, I should say — Oh 
there is my favourite waltz playing ; excuse 
me, Lady Boryngall, I must go and secure 
a partner." He got up, but as he ran the 
gauntlet of dowagers stowed away on the 
sofa, his flight was again intercepted by a 
prudent woman, who was on the look out 
for partners, either for life, or the next 
dance for two young* ladies she was chapero- 
ning. 
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** Ah, Mr. Villiera I I am very glad to aee 
you; it is such a longf time since we met:^ 
then quite naturally, as if it were a sudden 
thought : ^^ Are you looking for a partner, 
allow me to introduce two young friends of 
mine — Miss Symperdown, and MissEger- 
toun.'- 

The gentleman bowed respectively to each 
lady, then with a kind of instinct selecting 
the least bad-looking of the two where beauty 
was at a discount, begged to be allowed the 
pleasure of the next dance. 

The pleasure, however, was not to be 
allowed him, for Miss Angelica Symper- 
down, a very young lady, with hair of 
invisible hue, an4 devoid of eye-lashes and 
courage, gave utterance to an inaudible ^^ I 
don't valse;" then blushed scarlet at the 
temerity of the speech. To say the truth 
no more did Villiers when he could help it ; 
it was only part of his tactics to get free of 
the enemy's line; but in escaping from 
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Scylla^ he had fallen into Chary bdis, so 
being' in for something^ he began a slight 
skirmish^ in the way of conversation with 
the aforesaid young lady : ^^ What very 
unseasonable weather this is ?" he said^ look- 
ing profound as if he had gone a long* way 
in search of a new idea>^ and had found one. 
The young lady gave utterance to a spas- 
modic " Very/' and was silent. 

*^ As cold as January, quite." 

A faint ^^ quite/' answered him like an 
echo. 

*^ Bless the girl/' he muttered to himself, 
^^ she's invulnerable — try again I'' 

^^ It has been a very dull season altog'ether 
I think." 

« Yes." 

"Humph!" thought Villiers to himself, 
" this is up hill work — What shall I say 
next?— Oh I know." 

" Have you been to the Boyal Academy ?" 

Another spasmodic " Yes." 
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'^ There are so many thingfs to be done in 
London^ that I have not yet been^ I am 
ashamed to say." 

The young" lady, not having* an answer 
ready, looked at the ceiling", and said, '^ Oh I'' 
^^ Are there many good pictures?'' 
«^No— Yes— I— I don't know/' 
" I am told there is a very fine one by 
Millais. Did you admire it ?' ' 

At this terribly abstruse question the young 
lad}^ looked up, and looked down, and finally 
brought her eyes to bear upon the other 
young* lady at her side, whose sensible dress, 
with not a bow or a flounce too much: 
plain hair put off decidedly from a square 
superior forehead, angular elbows, and erect 
carriage, shewed her at once to be a strong* 
minded woman, and was no other than Miss 
Sarah Egertoun — Miss Sarah thus appealed 
to, frowned significantly, and murmured 
benignly, ^^Very much." Miss Sym- 
perdown caught the clue, and for the 
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ftalce of a little variety intensified it inta 
" extremely/' 

^^ Oh/' thought the gentleman, that is the 
game is it ? — Well, if I am to have all this 
young lady's thoughts second-hand, I may 
as well apply at once to the fountain head^ 
for I have no particular predilection for this 
medium either, with a glance towards Miss 
SymperdowM's downcast, eyelashless eyes, 
and demure folded hands, who sat there on 
the sofa, much as she might have been 
supposed to have done in the pillory, had 
such a course of discipline fallen to her share. 

'^ You admire Millais ?" he said, address- 
ing Miss Sarah. 

^^ A dmire is a cold word, I adore him," 
was the answer. 

*^ Gently,'' muttered Villiers to himself — 
then said aloud, ^^He certainly is a fine 
painter in some respects." 

^^ You must again allow me to make ob- 
jection to the term ' fine/ A person of warm 
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'Sympathies and quick tastes is not apt to be 
measured in their feelings ; aAd when we do 
admire/' said Miss Sarah/ with a profound 
glance at the ceilings ^^ it is with our whole 
being.'' 

Whole, nonsense^ thought VilKers. ^^ Is it 
the design or the working out of it that you 
admire?'' hesaid* . 

^^ I think I may venture to say .both. The 
design is broadly magnificent ; the working 
out etherially delicate^ the bits of colour rival 
nature's own fair arid fairy tints — th? 
unities are harmonious^ and the whole is in 
keeping." 

•^ Very much so/' replied Villiers, with a 
glance towards the display of forehead^ stiff 
carriage, and angular arm^ ; ^^ it is a style 
that is coming very much into fashion^ I 
believe." 

^^ You are well informed upon these points 
I see/' said Miss Sarah^ benignantly ; ^^ it is^ 
.and a new era it will be in the world of art." 
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^^Very new indeed. Do you think it 
likely to be approved of?" 

Miss Sarah looked sublime in her wisdom. 
/^I do; and I think the lovers of the 
beautiful may be proud to rejoice in the new 
light that is beginning to suffuse itself over 
the horizon of a slumbering world. We 
want great men. . We want breadth and soul. 
We want— hum — funds^ power, will, desire, 
hope — hum— in fact, a great many things to 
make us perfect." 

Miss Sarah stopped, fairly out of breath, 
and looked as unconscious of her own merit 
and eloquence as circumstances would per- 
mit. 

^^ A great many things I quite agree with 
you ; the only little difficulty in the way^ is 
to know how to get them," answered Vil- 
liers, very solemnly, as if he were awfully 
impressed with the needs of the case. 

'^ The difficulty is not so great as the ig- 
norant and feeble-minded are apt to fancy," 
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replied Miss Sarah. ^The fiiiilt— the &ult 
lies here,'' raisiiigf her forefing'er oracularly 
to her forehead. 

^ So I thought/' remarked Yilliers^quietly, 
^^ it 18 putting^ things in the wrong place, 
isn't it r 

^^ Just so ;^ and she gave him a very ap- 
proving smile, as being decidedly a man of 
clear views and great promise. '^ We have 
too few heads at work upon things in ge- 
neral.'* 

"Or too many," suggested her com- 
panion. 

" No. I consider there is a great want in 
the system of government. Why are only 
men to be allowed to rule, when those who 
are to be ruled are both men and women V* 

"True," siaid Villiers, looking im- 
pressed. 

^^ Why then, I want to know, are women 
to be banished to their nurseries and draw* 
ing-rooms ?*' 
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^^But what would become of the drawing- 
room8 and nurseries then ?" 

" Mr. Villiers, I consider these of minor 
import when the State is in danger/' said 
Miss Sarah^ heroically. 

" Certainly — when it is/' 

^^ I am glad you agree with me. In that 
case why does not the nation rise as the 
voice of one man ? Why do not the people 
assert their rights? Why does not the 
empire cry aloud — '' 

But what it was to cry aloud was not 
doomed to x he heard, for with a sudden ex- 
clamation, Yilliers got up, and the next 
moment he was gone. 

Miss Sarah looked round to see what had 
-iiappened, but there was nothing going on 
except a girl singing. She was so simply 
dressed as to be quite remarkable amongst 
the satins, feathers, and jewels of her au- 
dience. Her dark hair was braided plainly 
from a face that could not be called haad- 
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Bome^ but was yet very winning' in its calm 
purity. Her voice was noticeable rather for 
its sweetness than its power. Every word 
was a tear drawn up from the deeps of an 
overflowing heart, and through each tone 
there rang* the soft underchime of a veiled 
and secret sorrow. 

The hum of many voices was round her 
when she began, but as the clear river of 
Bong" flowed on like silver through the heated 
brains of her listeners, it made for itself a way 
of stillness, now pouring itself forth in notes 
of power, now felt rather than heard, then 
subsiding into silence, till each note was 
like the falling of snow-flakes on the bosom 
of the waiting earth. 

The song was over, and Constance (for it 
was she), who had forgotten in its coui^p 
the hour and the audience, returned into the 
blushing, trembling* consciousness of a young 
girl in the midst of a large assembly. 
- She rose up hastily. A gentleman came 
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forward and offered her his arm. Without 
raising' her eyes^ she put her hand within it. 
A sudden quiver passed through her frame- 
she looked up — Edgar Villiers was before 
her ! The loved of other days^ and the lost 
of the days that were I Once more present 
to the eyes that had wept^ and the heart 
that had mourned him so long and so faith- 
fully I 

She uttered no cry ; her heart was too 
fun for sound, but he felt the hand weig'h 
heavily on his arm^ and he saw every shade 
of colour subside from the fixed face. He 
drew her hastily from the crowded room ; 
and gaining a; little ante-roon) close at hand^ 
he placed her on a sofa. 

After some moments she slowly opened 
her eyes ; and with that yagu^^ half uncon- 
scious consciousness with which we wake 
from a dream^ g^zed into the £ace of her 
companion with a misty expression of feftr^ 
as if a vision had suddenly been unfolded to 
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her view^ and she felt even wh3e she gszed 
it would fade. 

So they sat^ each g'azin^ upon the face of 
the other^ as if each soug'ht to read the hand- 
writing* Time had traced on the walls of the 
outer tahemacle^ before rending the veil^ 
to enter the Holy of Holies of each other^s 
hearts. 

A spell of silence was on them^ but though 
neither spoke^ the unuttered throbbing^ of 
each separate heart sent back a I'esponsive 
echo to the inarticulate beatings of the 
other. 

Constance was the first to recover herself^ 
and with a sudden burning blush she sud- 
denly withdrew her hand^ and essayed to rise. 

^' Constance I'' said Edgar. 

Oh that voice once more I Oh that weU- 
remembered tone, whose e'cho had ever since 
been laid up in her heart, midst the world's 
throng ! In one moment it broke down the 
barriers and the fences of months and years. 
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AH gone — all gone, as snow before the 
summer suii^ or dew before the poon-day 
, shining. All gone, and the tides (rf love 
poured over her heart once more. 

Then he asked her as much as he dared^ 
and she answered him as calmly as she 
epuld^ telling him as much of the past and 
present as she ventured to do, and saw him 
bow his head on his hands in sorrow at the 
thought of all that she had suffered since 
titkey two had met. 

^^ Ah ! but it is not half so sad as you 
think* I think, iu fact, it has done us all 
good. We were all hot-house flowers be- 
ibre,'' she said, with that bright smile full 
of beauty that in days gone by had ove^r 
and over again glassed itself in Edgar's 
heart, and laid softly on his life. 

Then came a pause. She could not go on, 
and he dared not, while both knew what the 
other was thinking of. At last Edgar broke 
the silence^ and, in hurried words, began, 
*^ Constance —'' then stopped; and thencom- 
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menced again— ^^ Constance, you remember 
how we parted four }'ear8 ago ?'' 

A faint ^^ yes/' was his answer. 

He was silent for a few moments, then 
said in a low tone of intense feeling*^ ^' Is it 
to be so again to-night V 

The burning tides of blood swept wildly 
over Constance's face, and throat, and hands, 
then retired suddenly, leaving her cold as ice. 
The clasped hands locked together shewed 
the strength of the struggle that was going 
on in her mind, and the bowed face hid the 
outward witness of it from Edgar's gaze. 

It was over. She unclasped her hands 
and looked into her compauion's face. He 
understood that look of enquiry, the unuttei'ed 
words, and the unasked question. 

" I know what you would ask,'' he said 
with impetuosity, '^ but is it my fault if I 
can't believe with your fervour : you wor- 
ship your Creator your way, let me worship 
Him mine.'' 

/^ And your way ?" said Constance's stifled 
voice. : 



i 
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*^I8 not the orthodox one I know. I 
I don't go to ehnrch ; I don't read sermons^ 
and the Thirty-nine Articles are tolerably 
indifferent to me; but Constance— Constance^ 
you will not condemn me for this — ^\. 

cc i_i_ how dare I '' 

^^ Then love me, Constance, love me. Ne- 
ver mind my creed. Different roads we 
may travel, but they all reach the gfoal at 
last.'' 

<^ No, no— I" 

^^ What, still no pity ? The rig'hteousness 
of the saint, passing by on the other side the 
misery of the sinner ! Do you think there 
is but one road to heaven ? Truly, yours is 
indeed a very narrow one. If your God is as 
merciless as His disciples, I see but a poor 
chance for any of us. You pin your faith 
to a set of maxims, and then call all those 
who don't do so reprobates. Perish that 
cr^ed that can thus raise barriers between 
hearts ! I protest — ^" 

He stopped suddenly — ^the burning tide of 
passion o'erpowered him till he forgot all 
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else; the long-fltanding ioe of months and 
years had broken up at last ; the harriers of 
time and pride had given way^ and the pent- 
up waters rushed wildly beyond his oontrouL 
Habitually calm and self-possessed, the re- 
action was frightful! but its course was 
arrested by a sudden exclamation— ^ Grood 
God I what have I done !'' 

It was not uncalled for. Constance was 
sitting iiithout power of speech or motion ; 
her e^'es fixed, her cheeks colourless, dnd 
her lips working convul8ivel3\ 

^^ Constance, mv Constance 1" but her 
hand remained in his passive as a dead 
weight* 

" Constance, speak to me. Oh, my life — 
my darling P' 

Through the heavy stupor of her senses 
the well-loved voice went- cleaving for itself 
a way ; and reaching to her heart, brought 
up thence the dew of tears. 

Then a passionate burst of weeping fol- 
lowed, that swept over her like a great gust 
of wind, and then she grew calm again^ 
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; ^^Oh Constance^ my darling P . * 

. "Hush, hush r 

" Gome out then into the cool air; it will 
be better. Here I feel suffocating"/- 
. He drew her arm within his, and led her 
out into the balcony, that the fresh night air 
might revive her. They stood for soma mi- 
nutes together in silence, listening to the 
psalmlike music of the quiet night, while 
JSdgar whispered into Consti^nce's soul 
words that wrote themselves on her heart, 
to be remembered for ever. 

But the hour . of victory was passing. 
Was she only with one poor feeble, struggle 
to yield the field, and come forth therefrom, 
the vanquished, and not the vanquisher? 
Nay— one glance she gave ^t the quiet moon 
fulfilling its path in light, and the patient 
stars steadfast in their courses, and another 
at the well-loved Tace at her side, then with- 
drawing her hand from his arm, said, " Mr. 
Villiers'* — oh how soft fell that voice of other 
days, and other joys on his heart — *^ this 
must be ended," 
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^^ Am I to understand then^" he replied^in 
a choked tone^ ^^ your decision is still unal* 
teredr 

Her voice quivered as she answered in a 
low whisper, ^* You yourself have decided iU 
I cannot — I dare not.^ 

There was a pause, then he said, ^ I will 
spare you further words. I am not what 
your creed reqmres, either as to faith or 
practice. So be it. For an article of belief 
you are willing to make shipwreck of my 
peace.*^ 

^^ Spare me, spare me. Oh Edgar, be 
merciful I'* 

^^ Nay so be it— I do not repine.*^ Then 
lowering his voice, he added in a softer tone, 
*^ God bless you I" 

A sudden stillness fell upon Constance's 
heart, and she knew that he was gone* 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The Guide of our dark steps, a triple veil 
Betwixt our senses, and our sorrow keeps, 
Has sown with cloudless passages, the tale 
Of grief— and eas'd us with a thousand sleeps. 

Ah ! not the nectarous poppy, lovers usoi 
Not daily labour's dull Leth»an spring, 
Oblivion in lost angels, can infuse, 
Of the soiled glory, and the trailing wing. 

Longfellow. 

Constance leant agfainst the railings of 
the balcony to steady her quivering' thoughts. 
A second time her own hand had drawn 
closer the shroud that hung as a pall over 
her whole life : a second time the sweet blue 
flower of happiness had reared its starlike 
blossom^ and her own foot had relentlessly 
crushed it down again to the ground : a 
second time the rainbow of hope had spanned 
her earthly horizon^ and she had hidden it 
from her gaze by hanging up between it 



272 COMING ETElfTS. 

and her own eyesight, the veil of ceaseless 
tears. Oh was it a called for— was it a 
needed sacrifice ? She leant her arms upon 
the balustrade, her face peered forth into the 
shrouded mystery of night, while her soul, 
travailed fearfully in the anguish ]iangs of 
that hour* For some time she remained 
motionless^ incapable of sight or sound, but 
by degrees, through the fog-like atmosphere 
of an apathetic despair, a tone penetrated — . 
the brilliant music playing in the ball-room, 
came softened to the ears of her heart through 
th6 intervening stillness of night, and her 
heart as it listened, wove it into a song of its 
ow% and reset it to the music of its pulsa-^ 
tions* There are moments in the life o^ 
every spirit (perhaps when the eloud is 
darkest, and the way roughest) when all on 
a sudden light seems to wrap it i\)und as ai 
mantle — when across the dark gulf of an 
unspanned and undeciphered Futurity, we 
gaze with almost prophet eye, and read the 
meaning of that writing on the wall, which 
is a mystery an(| a secret to the dimmer 
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brbs of Others. Why it should be so^ why 
Gk)d in the pity of His love, should deign at 
times to raise a corner of the veil that is 
hung- between that which now is, and thaf;^ 
which is to come, vfe know not* Why He 
should see fit at times to place us on the top 
of Pisgah, and bid pass before us in pro- 
phetic vision the whole plantasmagoria of 
our future life, it is not for us to say-— enough, 
we know that to some souls it has been 
given to be rapt in Spirit unto the third 
Heaven, that like to the Beloved one of old, 
it may be said to them : ^^ Come up hither, 
and I will show thee the things that shall be 
hereafter." 

Years after, when Constance looked back 
upon that night, she remembered not the 
pain that went before, but the joy that 
followed after ; she thought of it only as an 
hour passed at Heaven's door, when shQ 
was laid at the entering in of the Gate of 
the City, listening to the beautific strains of 
its celestial harmony. Over the hushed lake 
of her heart, where the storm at last was 

n2 



1^74 COMIKG ETEKTS. 

laid, a deep silence came down and settled 
and brooded; a silence which no wave of 
passion^ no tempest of sorrow ever again 
disturbed — for One had arisen and rebuked 
the winds with, " Peace, I say to thee, Be 
still, and behold there was a great calm/' 

And for Am, whose, image she had 
shrined once and for ever in the inner Holy 
of Holies of her heart — whose name the 
finger of God, as He wove the web of her 
life, had bound up for ever in the meshes of 
its many threads — there was no fear, no 
misgiving, no doubtings of a feeble faith. 
He who had said to his disciples, " If ye 
have faith as a grain of mustard seed, and 
say to this mountain. Be thou removed, and 
be thou east into the sea, it shall be done,'' 
would go after that one lost sheep till he 
found it, and finishing the work^ cut it short 
in righteousness. 

In the meantime, Edgar Villiers, when 
he left Constance^ had hurried at once out of 
the house. The consoling dew still slept 
soft at the hearts of the flowers, in the 
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country^ and in London it lay on the deserted 
pavement of the empty streets, while through 
the dim lig-ht of a summer's mornmg' the 
sun had already begun to shed a token or 
two of his approach. It was a time of 
profound stillness — a kind of sitting hand in 
hand together of night and day, before the 
sun should dissolve the union, and put them 
asunder, the one from the other. 

Up and down, to and fro, along the silent 
streets, walked Villiers, caring not where he 
went, heeding not what he did, only he must 
walk, only he must do something, anything, 
he cared not what, or the strong fever of 
his soul would rend in two the web of 
existence for ever. Oh ! that it were day^ or 
noon with the sounds of bustling active life 
about him ; then he might forget, then he 
might plunge headlong into action — ^go— do 
— what? It matters not — anything — but 
now, through the infinite stillness he dis- 
cerned even the faintest whisper of his 
heart- throbbings within; and he cursed that 
stillness! Not a pulse beat unheard, they 
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all Tvaig forth clear and distinct into tli* 
calm morning* ai?^ while the calm mornings 
air gfave them hack in clear echoes of pain ; 
and he cursed that air! Nature iiias at 
peace. He — he alone was the sole restless 
thing* in an universe of rest — 'mid that calm 
slumber of creation^ his — his^ was the only 
hot hurried life there — ^seething- — rushing-^ 
whither. He stopped suddenly in Im 
walbi for a voice in his soul repeated 
<^ Whither ?*' Wbatl washeto be fooled with 
a whisper ! — not he ! He would be a man j 
act like one ! Because a girl refused him, 
was that to make him miserable I — ^not it ! 
— he didn't care, not a jot ! He would for^ 
get her ; show her he could do vastly well 
without her that he would ! — wouldn't he 
make the best of life^ see if he wouldn^t \ A 
pretty game he'd play ! take his ease, and 
go his own ways ; and then sounding up 
from the depths of his heart, came again 
that one woH, " Whither!" 

The household of Sir Douglas Wynne, 
£dgar Villiers's uncle, where he was staying 
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in Portman Sqaare^ was startled by a violent 
peal at the bell^ an hour later, and Edgar's 
servant who had waited up for his master, 
was not much re-assured by the pale scared 
face that met his gaze when he opened the 
door. 

. ^^ Well, man I what are you staring at V^ 
cried Villiers, turning round upon him. 

^ Beg pardon, Sir, beg pardon/' 

"You old fool! what did you keep me 
standing out there all night for ! If I rang 
once, I rang fifty times !'* 

" Beg pardon, Sir, beg pardon/' 

" Silence !— Here ! go over to Sir James 
Steepleton's, and say I'll be with him by 
nine o'clock." 

"Now, Sir? r-" 

" Idiot ! Can't you see what o'clock it 
it is ! No, the first thing in the morning — 
say - stop — say — yes - say I'll be at his house 
-by nine— do you hear?" 

" If you please, Sir, I took the message 
you told me this evening." 

"Confound the message! What roes- 
sage ?^ 
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^^ To say you couldn't come^ SivJ^ 

^^Tben take another^ that's all. And 
here — I shall want ^ Flare-up' brought round 
early/' 

'' Sir r 

"Confound you, are you deaf I I shall 
want ^Flare-up' round early to-morrow 
morning/' 

" Yes, Sir." 

*^ And stay — Call me in good time." 

^' At what time, please, Sir ?" 

" Hang the fellow ! How should I know ! 
Anytime — no time. I don't care a straw I" 
And, seizing a candle, Yilliers strode away 
to his room. 

Up the wide staircase he went, each step 
echoing again on the stone; and as the 
light of the candle flickered to and fro on 
the walls, it created images and devices, 
which in his excited state, assumed strange 
and monstrous shapes, throwing over fami- 
liar objects an unfamiliar aspect, till they 
fell upon his heart with a new and strange 
feeling of fear. He passed the drawing- 
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room: the door was open^ and the candle 
flame seemed to find an odd kind of pleasure 
in projecting" itself forward, and as if in spite 
dispelling the darkness enough to make it 
visible, shewed the sad and gloomy grandeur 
of the deserted and desolate apartment. With 
something of an oath Villiers quickened his 
pace ; but still on and on, up and up, each 
step sounded clear and distinct through the 
quiet stillness of the house. He cursed the 
height of the stairs, the length of the cor- 
ridor, the darkness of the way, but before 
he could reach his room it must all be passed^ 
and still loud and high above the echo of his 
tread there rose again and again that awful 
whisper ** whither V 

He tried to whistle the frag^ment of an air 
he had heard that evening, but it brought 
back— oh, what did it not bring back ? — and 
it died away into a sigh. He reached his 
Toom, and throwing himself on his bed, he 
would have slept, but a slender ray of sun- 
light stole through the shutter, and quivering 
up beneath his eyelids, drove sleep from his 
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pillow. Impatiently he turned away, but 
still on and on the ligfht came noiselessly 
into his room — more and more— fuller and 
fuller — till it seemed to look into his very 
heart, and sleep was not. It was not to be 
endured ; so, starting up, he threw open th^ 
window. The dawning* day kept filling the 
world with a tremulous brightness ; and mi4 
the suppressed hum of life, and the many 
voices of silence that lifted up their voices to 
God, he heard the pulse of life beating in 
the midst of the world, and above that even 
the still small voice in his soul. By degrees 
the universal hush of nature stole quietly on 
bis disordered senses ; the fever of his heart 
abated, for the smile of an angel was on his 
life, and a starlike face shone up from out 
its troubled and dreary depths. In that 
stillness, faith with one strong effort burst 
her fetters, and freeing her unshackled 
wings from the dust of earth, soared up* 
wards through the blue heavens to the 
Throne of God. Hitherto the strong rush- 
ing current of human life had overpowered 
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the still small pulse of religion in his soul, 
but now there had come a pause in the war 
of existence, and each separate beating of that 
pulse was heard clear and distinct sounding 
up in endless vibrations, through the corridors 
of time, on and on to the ceaseless ages of 
eternity. The world had been suddenly rent 
away from his heart, and the void it had 
left was a fearful blank. The love of God — 
could it be? He covered his face with his 
hands ; and perchance in heaven there was 
joy over the one sinner that had repeated* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

" It hath caught a touch of sadness. 
Yet it is not sad ; 
It hath tones of dearest gladness, 

Yet it is not ghid. 
A dim sweet twilight voice it is 

As when to-day's accustomed blue 
Is overgreyed with memories. 
With starlike feelings gaided through.'* 

Anon, 

There's a blank repose in this 

From whose hot throb, whose deadly aching 

The heart has no relief but breaking." 

Moore* 



Seyebal months had passed^ and all 
thhigs seemed to go on the same in the 
Gonyngham family. Matters with regard 
to Frank Egertoun and Effie were just as 
they were before; the greatest difference 
was in Constance. A quiet glad look of 
hope had by degrees come down and settled 
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over her face^ which had lost somewhat of 
its tint of unrest and look of veiled sufferin^^ 
It was her smile that made the sunshine of 
that little house^ and taug'ht her sisters to 
try and set their own hearts to the music of 
the same tune. It was her presence that 
wove a tender spell about her brothers' lives, 
and knit the flowery bands of home into a 
closer and a fairer union. Why it was so — 
why the steady cheerfulness that struck 
sun's light over all thing's, emanated from 
the only heart there, that Ood had seen fit to 
wring* with a life of pain and patience, it ia 
hard to say. Was it that her mind projected 
itself into the future, trnd drew up thence for 
the comfort of the present^ a hope and d 
glory that should be hereafter? We all 
know the balmy calm of convalescence* when 
after the hand of pain has lain heavily on 
our bodily frame, it is withdrawn for a 
season^ and we have time to lay down our 
heads and be thankful. Its characteristic is 
peace — the noisy bustle of health is not 
there, neither the apathetic languor of suf* 
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fering. It is a dim region 'mid tbe two; a 
kind of twilight state when we lay quietly 
at the entering in of the gate that is called 
Beautiful, and listen to the soft murmur of 
anthem strains home to us from out the 
Inner Temple. We go not out to seek for 
things; we only receive those which come 
to us while the flowers bloom, the sky smiles, 
and the brook sings ; and all lay their soft 
colours on the mind's waveless mirror, and 
seem but to bloom, smile, and sing for us 
alone. At other times, a certain choosing 
and selecting of judgment and inclination, 
perchance mars the beauty of the characters 
written on the soul; but here, in this 
complete pause of earthly endeavour, and 
silence of mortal voices, the finger of 6oD 
Himself traces on the hushed heart a 
writing and a mystery which glows with the 
very glory it caught when it welled up in 
light from beneath the living waters of the 
Throne on High. Such was Constance's 
state of mind ; the intensity of mental an-* 
guish bad gone by, and only tbe shadow of 
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a past pain^ and a present trial rested softly 
on the dial- plate of life— like a quiet cloud 
drawn between her and earthly objects— 
softening off and refining away their sharp 
corners and projecting angles. It was not 
thai she forgot. Oh no ! Only deep within 
her heart was the endless anthem of a meek 
land patient faith — that faith to which no- 
thing shall be impossible! and it calmed 
into stillness the murmur of that ceaseless 
sigh. Trust, that one word was the com- 
mentary of her whole life ! 

So she rose up and lay down, or fulfilled 
the duties of the day, and all the other ma- 
chinery of existence. It was not now, as it 
had been hitherto, a pain and a struggle to 
keep her brow unruffled, and the stream of 
her conversation unchecked — it was not nowj 
as it had been, an effort to seem cheerful 
when the heart within was breaking, or to 
be gentle and forbearing when the Cross , 
pressing heavily on her shoulder bowed her 
very neck beneath its weight. Did Ka* 
therine want some one to finish a tiresome. 
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piece of work for her^ it was Constance who 
did it. Was EfEe needing* sympathy cuid 
help, Constance's kisses and words gfave 
both. Did Archie come home tired and 
cross^ it was Constance who would gt> and 
sit by his side ; and with scraps and ends of 
talk steal away his ill humour. Then Gerald 
would come in and want a companion fw 
some long tiresome walk, or still more tire- 
some evening's amusement somewhere or 
other, and there was Constance always 
ready ; besides what went on every day and 
every hour, without intermission, the care 
of her father and little Basil. No one could 
manage the former but herself, and that 
with great difficulty. Almost helpless in his 
arm-chair, with powers dulled and senses 
quickened by ill-health, hour after hour she 
bad to sit beside him, reading, singing, and 
talking by turns. He was cold -- she made 
up the fire. Then he was too warm, and 
she let it out again* ^^ It was dark" — ^she 
drew back the curtains. ^^ Intolerable, the 

light was blinding V' She brought him his 
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arrow-root at eleven. He wouldn't have it 
—how could he without wine/' Wine was 
procured — he chided her extravagance. It 
was left off— and he complained of her par- 
simony. 

But the one spot on the horizon of home 
was Gerald. He had come to that age 
when a criticising' spirit begins to get the 
upper hand. He began to lounge at prayers, 
sat down during the whole Church service, 
refused to go to the second, and disposed 
of the whole of religion with a pooh !-pooh ! 
laughed at your ^^ good people/' and talked 
big of the stuff of puseyism, methodisra, and 
every 'ism, whatsoever, with the sang froid 
of boys who scarce out of jackets yet talk 
as though they were competent to be judges 
of that religion whose mysteries the very 
angels desire to look into. 

Constance wondered and Effie was fright- 
ened at the change in Gerald, and for some 
time the system pursued was bad. Efiie 
would entangle Gerald into an arg*ument, 
then flounder about in it, and back out at 
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last^ leaving Gerald triumphant. Constance 
saw the error of this, never provoked one, 
but if it did ensue, kept her ground firmly, 
showed no weakness, answered all his pro- 
positions, till Gerald seeing her ground was 
firmer than his own, began to have a dawn- 
ing perception that his arguments were 
paper, and his conclusions, shifting sand. 
Constance, at first recommended too strongly 
a thorough diet of sermons and ^^good 
books,^^ but she soon saw it only nauseated 
his stomach, and produced a decided aversion 
to anything of the kind ; so changing her 
tactics she became only more anxious to 
please him, was always ready to amuse and 
talk to him, and was often re^^arded after a 
whole evening given up to listening to his 
description of his future plans of gTeatness, 
which she knew would never exist but in 
Utopia, by sliding in at the end some little 
hint, or remark, which she quietly left to 
take root in his mind. It was trul}^ ^^ cast- 
ing her bread upon the waters/' and how 
knew she, whether she might not find it 
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^ftfter many days?'' He had beg'un to 
manifest a liking* for spending* the evening* 
away from home with his companions^ he 
£aid^ but Constance felt this would not do ; 
certainly home was dull^ so one day aha 
proposed chess, another, drafts—- then music 
— then reading aloud, a clever novel, till the 
evening* was too far advanced, and Gerald 
too comfortable in his arm chair before the 
£re, to think of stirring ont. One day he 
was discovered to have a voice, and Con- 
stance hailed the discovery with scarcely less 
enthusiasm than Capt. Mc Clure, the North- 
West Passage, for here was an outlet to all 
difficulties, and the solution of a problem 
that had been wearying the brains of the 
family for the last twelve months, " How to 
g-ive Gerald occupation/^ So Gerald beg^n, 
and nothing^ but ^ Do-re-mi-fa-soF was heard, 
for the next six weeks, varied with, ^^Oh 
bother ! that '11 do now, go a-head, let's get 
on to the songs I" — ^^ Oh no, Gerald, please 
try once more,'' — replied to with ^' Gam* 
mon I — now for the ^ Cavalier,' — go it ! 

VOL. !!• O 
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The ^Cavalier' was accomplished^ and 
Gerald was quite proad of the way in which 
he rendered that independent gentleman's 
sentiments. The evening goin^-ont was 
stopped^ and as for the rest^ faith waited^ 
and prayer was not silent. 

But there was one other to whom those 
months had^ hrought great change^ the 
Countess Luchesi. The angel of death had 
drawn nearer and nearer^ and the shadow of 
his wings now drooped silently over her life. 
She was dying, and she knew it. Day by 
day noiselessly stole something of her strength 
away, and hour by hour the lengthening 
shadow of existence crept closer and closer 
to the grave — and what then? Oh that 
^^ what then ?" it had haunted her waking 
and her sleeping thoughts, it had first been 
asked in the careless hours of health as a 
curious question, and a matter of specula- 
tion ; then in the fierce unrest of a troubled 
soul, when it rose up day and night as a 
thing of life to torment her ; but the dawning 
of light had come, and with it a faint glim-* 
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mer of peace. It was disease of the hearty 
the doctors said, but what it was it lifetle 
mattered, for the decree had goi^ forth an4 
she must die. Poor Constance ! many were 
the visits she paid her, and the tie between 
both grew closer Just as it was being* severed 
for ever. 

^^ Constance,^' said the Countess, as she sat 
beside her couch one evening ; " the story 
of my past life presses heavily on my soul ; 
you are the only bond left me in this world. I 
would tell it you — we are friends are we not ?" 

^^ Oh yes, yes — but is it right tp make the 
exertion — had you not better rest ?" 

^^ Rest ! —never — how should / r^st ? give 
me your hand." As she took it Constance 
felt her soft fingers quiver beneath the 
intensity of the grasp — ^^ now hear my 
history. I was, as you know, an only 
child, the last of a noble line, great in the 
gifts of mind, equally so in the proud re- 
nown of a blameless pame. My father — 
Oh Constance ! have you ever known what 
it is to hang your thoughts of earth and 
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almost your hopes of Heaven^ on one being: 
— to love— oh to love with a fervour which a 
woman only knows — to g-ather up every 
wish^ every thought^ and to lay it all upon 
one altar, to feel^ earth has no joy, and 
existence itself dark, unless shared with that 
one — to hold life a cheap sacrifice and time 
and self, a bauble not to be counted, if only 
it can be lavished on that one being. Nay, 
mistake me not, that lot of woman which is 
at once her bliss and her peril ; that power 
whereby she binds up her life in that of 
another, and that other a comparative 
stranger — I never knew. My father was 
the one idol of my imagination, to whom I 
could have willingly sacrificed my joys of 
earth — aye, and my hopes of Heaven too. 
You look surprised — do you think it impos- 
sible?'' 

^^ Signora, I know not, perhaps—" replied 
Constance, a deep blush over-spreading her 
features. 

*^Look — I never saw any one but my 
father ; from childhood his love or his fear, 
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I know not which^ guarded me with a jealous 
eye that dreaded even lest the day should 
look upon me. I was fair in those da3''s. 
I am fair still, hut flattery said— Oh what 
did it not say? and youth believed— Oh 
what did it not believe V^ 

Constance looked up in that face of almost 
perfect beauty, and thought that flattery 
could scarcely have said, or youth believed, 
more than the truth. ^^ Perhaps, if Provi» 
dence had thrown others in my way, on my 
father might not have been lavished the full 
treasures of my heart, but I saw no one 
else, knew no one else equal to him. He 
moved king-like among his acquaintance 
like the lion among beasts. Ah! it is 
a necessity in a woman's heart to love — if 
she have not an object, she will make one, 
for the whole diapason of affection can be 
sounded by her heart. God and circum- 
stances alone decide which chord between 
its arctic and antarctic poles is to be the 
key-note of her life.'' 

"Yes," said Constance aloud, then she 
thought to herself — " the one deep craving 
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of the human heart is for love, and till that 
craving* is satisfied^ our spirits are all abroad 
and our lives astray. Oh Thou Divine Love 
be Thou my portion I Oh, my Grod, be Thou 
my all V 

^^ I have told you how I honoured one 
parent, now let inc tell you how I felt for 
the other. She was of Eng'lish orig'in, 
as you know, hence my estates in this 
country ; but her mind was not equal to 
mine, or my father*s. She meant well. 
God knows she did, but she worried my 
father and teazed me. She was gfood— Oh 
yes I — I am afraid now when I look back 
upon it— the regularity) of her prayers, the 
abundance of her almsgivings,, the decorum 
of her life, but, God forgive me for saying it ; 
like Madame Neckar it might be said of her 
— ^ She needed something to foi^ive in her- 
self to make her thoroughly amiable.' Per- 
fect in the duties of her position, she had no 
pity for those who were not so ; ^ Charity 
may have keen eyes,' but in some 'the 
lashes half conceal them.' The eyes of her 
charity had no lashes at all, rather were 
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they quick to spy out specks on the robe of 
another's purity. So it annoyed my father 
and disgusted me^ to my eternal shame be it 
said. Day after day, the Countess Lucchesi 
was found always either at mass, or else 
shut up in her private oratory, while her 
husband and her daughter were left with 
their feelings and their thoughts crippled by 
the want of that sympathy, a wife and a 
mother only can give. I know not whether 
I am right in saying all this, but I cannot 
make you understand my position unless I 
4o. Coraggio ! I know it is safe with you 
as my own soul. *The consequence was — 
God forgive me — I disgusted my mother's 
faith and my mother^s practice. She was a 
Romanist — my father was— I know not 
what. I do not believe he knew himself, 
A Christian he called himself, and he re- 
verenced^ oh yes he reverenced in a certain 
way, the Bible ; that is, he talked of it in 
the same manner that he did of the ^ Iliad/ 
or the ^ Inferno.' Direct infidelity I should 
have been proof against ; that is the crime 
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tmly of the narrow miDd, forced up into 
sometbingf like greatoess, by education. The 
really jg;reat soul, feels too well its own 
immortality to doubt that of a God, but the 
doft, insidious, undei^roimd sappiiigf of the 
rock of faith, the quiet inuendo, the eup- 
pressed smile, the little under current of 
raillery, do their woit much more surely 
than open unbelief. In this age every arrow 
in Satan's quiver is pointed with ridicule, 
and like the poisoned shafts of old when it 
fastens in the fiesh, the wound festers, and 
the very life of the victim is the consequence. 
Carefully— oh so carefully my father hid 
from the eyes of his child thoug'hts and 
scenes of vice. He seemed to me the soul 
of honour, and he trained my mind and 
directed my taste to all our literature owns, 
and you know how much it does own of 
beauty and taste. He called me his jewel, 
]a sua anima, his brig-ht one, his everything', 
Hnd he was to me scarcely less. About this 
''■me my mother died — peace be with hep 
1— and not many months after my 
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g'randfather also. So my father came at 
once into the possession of great wealth* 
And now thie world made an idol of me too^ 
and you may imagine— now that earth is 
passing it is not vanity to say it/' she con- 
tinued, drawing her hand over her wasted 
features — ^^ that beautifiil and young, I stood 
on a dizzy height and found it so too. One 
day — I shudder at the very remembrance, — 
one day, it was my birthday, I was seventeen, 
there was to be a large assembly in honour 
of it, it all comes back upon me as if it had 
been yesterday. I see my father, how he 
came into my room that very night, when I 
was ready dressed for the, evening. I see 
him put his hand upon my shoulder, then 
the proud smile of conscious exultation that 
flashed over his face. Ah ! I see it all. I 
was to be betrothed to the young Marchese 
di Zere. I cannot say I loved him } it was a 
' marriage de convenance.' His position, 
his wealth, his family suited mine, and so we 
were to be bound together till death parted 
us, unlei^s hatred did it before. ^ You must 

02 
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look your best to-night^ anima mia/ I 
think I Btfll hear my fether say^ as he 
fastened ronnd my brow a circlet of dia- 
monds ; we were standing before a mirror 
and one glance only I threw towards it — 
one glance only, bnt it was enongh to bring 
the hot blood in vaulting tides of pride to 
my cheek. We descended to the reception 
rooms. I shall not easily forget that night ; 
the many words of flattery still sound up in 
my ears, and through the corridors of in- 
tervening years the voices that now are gone 
come pealing up as from a newly opened 
grave— Basta !— In the midst of the floating 
music and sprightly dance, my father was 
suddenly called out : he went and the song 
and the dance continued. At last the guests 
departed, and I, with head whirling with 
the incense of praise, and heart beating high 
with that woman's triumph— the triumph of 
vanity— retired to my apartment. I could 
not Bleep ; it was a night too pure, too deep^ 
too spiritually holy for sleep ; so dismissing 
my attendant Sy I stepped into the balcony^ 
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and looked out upon the rest of nature. 
We were then in our palace at Venice. 
The crescent moon above looking dowu 
with her young smile into the slumbering 
waters beneath^ gazed upon her own image 
—one or two stars softly twinkled in the 
distant blue^ and mingled with the splash 
of some tardy gondolier's oars^ there stole 
upon my senses the faint echo of a song 
like the breathing of the south wind upon 
flowers, wafted by some trustful manly 
heart to the lady of his love. By degrees 
these sounds too, died out, then came silence, 
utter silence. Suddenly I heard voices 
in the Piazza below, it was not unusual, yet 
it sounded so to me that night — perhaps my 
heart went on into the future, and its mys- 
terious echo reached me. They came nearer 
— nearer^ and grew louder, louder. 

I bent over and listened ; a sudden spasm 
jshot through me, I remembered my father 
had been called out that very evening, and 
I remembered too I had not heard of his 
return. Neither fact though was unusual. 
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but still I felt the pulses of my hemi 
grow faint^ and my fing-ers trembled on tbe 
rail of the balcony. I bent forward and 
tried to see. Two figfures stood in tbe 
Piazza. As the moonlig^ht fell upon botfa^ 
it flashed on my fatber^s face^ and a man's 
face at his side^ wonderfully like to his in 
look and feature — and — two uplifted rapiers! 
There was a moment's pause* Oh God ! — 
in agcony it mig'ht have been agfes I Then 
came a sound — and I know not what." 

She stopped, then went od again. 

^I know not bow — I never knew — I 
never shall, but I remember distinctly iind^ 
ing myself in the Piazza, standing between 
my fatherland— oh horror — what did I seei 
I saw what God only knows how I lived to 
tell what I saw — blood! — blood!— blood 
spilt! Life taken, of whom I knew not* 
By whom I only knew too well — my fa- 
ther I'^ She covered her face with her handsw 
^^ The next half-hour is lost for ever to me- 
mory, but not — would it were— to God! 
The next thing I remember distinctly^ was 
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my fhther on his knees before me. On bis 
knees to me^ his child^ be asked for pardon 
of me-«-4if me^ his child. He had done it — 
that awful ^ it/ for my sake^ he said. And 
do you know who it was that for my sake he 
had murdered V She tightened her g-rasp 
upon Constance's arm. ^^It was his bro* 
ther!*' 

^^Oh Constance^ I knew not^ or if I knew 
had forgotten that my father had a half- 
brother — his elder— by my grandfather's 
former marriage. It had been a low con- 
nection^ and the pride of the House of Luc- 
chesi brooked not to hear of it. My grand- 
father, whose love was set upon his second 
son, the child of a noble mother, detested 
the sight of the elder as a living witness of 
the folly of his youth. He all but drove him 
forth to seek his fortune in a distant clime. 
And when a vague rumour reached him of 
his death in far off lands, though the outward 
decorum of woe was there, there was joy^ I 
.fear, in the hearts of all. From thencefor^ 
r ward that brother's name was a blank in the 
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family annals^ and my father was heir to the 
whole estates. 

^' But that rumour was false. That brother 
was not dead. That very night he had ap- 
peared before my father, claiming what was 
his due, his share in the lands of his an- 
cestors ; and the hot blood of our race, rose 
in my father's veins; and, in sudden fear 
and angler, he slew him. And my father ? 
He — he told me his love for me had done 
this, and by my love for him, and fear of his 
vengeance, he bade me hide that awful 
secret from henceforth down in the very 
depths of my heart. My faith in my &th^ 
was shaken ; nay, irrecoverably gone, and 
Jie saw it. Ah that awful night ! — He knelt, 
actually knelt to me— me, his child, grasping 
my dress, and pleading for forgiveness with 
tears ; but I, oh shame 1 oh horror I shook 
off his hand, and casting on him a look which 
lives deep down in my heart, and will do ao 
till my dying day, turned slowly round 
and left him. Constance — I never saw him 
again.'' She stopped, she could not go ob. 
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while Constance hid her face in the 80& 
cushions. Presently she continued: ^^The 
next few days are a blank in my life } what 
I remember next^ is lying on a couch beside 
an open window : it was the sunset hour, 
and the soft colours that lay upon the skies 
were blended with the sights and sounds of 
failing day. I opened my eyes and it seemed 
to me I had been a long time asleep. The 
hushing murmur of the subsiding hum of 
the cit}''^ stole softly an my feeble senses, 
the calm of convalescence wason me, and as 
each sight and sound flitted past my passive 
senses, they wove themselves into a 3ong of 
peace, and floated like an angePs whisper 
down into the depths of my heart. By 
degrees, above the splash of gondolas, there 
slowly rose a faint low sound, like the tinkle 
of a passing bell ; now soft and clear^now 
higher and more loud ^ it came upon my 
ear, and I listened Itmg to it) without knowing 
that I did listen. I cannot tell yoii how, 
but on a sudden, a spasm of pain shot through 
my heart, and my frame quivered and grew 



804 COMING fiV£MT8. 

cold with a mortal fean Long I lay ao ; 
fearful I knew not of what^ till I could bear 
it no longfer^ and raising my voice^ sum- 
moned an attendant^ atid inquired for my 
father. There was a pause^ then i^owly 
through her closed lips came the ^ E motto ;' 
— I fainted/' 

Constance's tears flowed fast^ but the 
Countess had long since done with tears.. She 
waited a little, then went on again, *^ Oh 1 
the next dreary, dreary days ; a waste of 
memory without a star ; the chartless sea of 
misery, and no needle of hope to keep stead- 
fast to the pole-star of faith I I was ill, yery 
ill J ill, till they thought I was dying. * The 
days have been, thank God, they are not now, 
when I longed to die, when I all but cursed 
the hour in which I was born. I u ould have 
died, only infinite mercy kept me from putting 
out with my own hand the lamp of life that, 
God had lighted. I was my father's mur* 
derer; I knew it. I who had turned in 
horror from his blood-stained hand^ mom 
and night felt the blood spot on my own. For 
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tne he had perilled his soul^ and I^ in the 
pitilessness of my own self-righteousness^ had 
hurried that soul into eternity and judgment I 
for my contempt it had broken his heart, and 
helped to snap in sunder the thread of life. 
You can understand now the horror of my 
life ; how I, by these two deaths, abhorred 
the rank and the wealth that was mine, and 
mine only. The cry of blood rose up night 
and day before my soul, and the ^ E Morto' 
sounded up for* ever and ever in my eara. 
When I rose up from my sick bed a new 
life had broken over the horizon of the old. 
I was changed ; oh ! so changed. An un^ 
d3'ing worm was at my heart, and on my 
face there rested the shadow of a secret and 
an awful sorrow. He to whom I was be* 
troth ed had in the meantime sought and won 
another bride. I cared not ; yet in the earth* 
quake that had blent my hopes in one vast 
ruin perhaps I might have learnt to love him. 
But let that pass ; it is idle now ! No one 
was the depositary of my awful secret beside 
myself* I alone knew it, I alone must bear 
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the fiill weight of it^ and let it slowly crush 
me down and down into the dark depths of 
the tomb. Whispers were afloat^ faint mur- 
murs of some unknown tragedy^ but they 
never took definite form ; why should they ? 
the murderer and the victim had already 
stood before that tribunal where the dread 
question^ ^ Where is thy brother?' cannot 
be put aside with ^Am I my brother's 
keeper V '' 

A trembling came over the Countess, and 
Constance entreated her to rest. 

^^ Nay," said the Countess, ^^ it is nearly 
all told now. I determined to leave a place 
and a country that had become so hateful to 
me. All arrangements were made ; I was 
to travel with a kind of duenna, who, since 
my father's death, had lived with me. One 
day I went, for the first and last time since 
my father's death, into his study, and in the 
pocket of the coat he had worn that night I 
found a letter. There was a spot of blood 
upon it, but I recognised it to be from that 
brother who is— where? It was no doubt 
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the letter that was brought to my father on 
that fatal ni^ht^ sommoning' him out to meet 
his brother. In it he spoke of having* left a 
son in Australia. The mother of this child 
was dead^ and my uncle (who in his far disr 
taut home had only heard of his father^s death 
a few months previously) had returned to his 
own land to claim the title and estates of his 
ancestors^ for the sake of his child. When I 
read this letter^ which my father had had no 
time to destroy^ it was the first g'leam of 
lig^ht penetrating my soul that I had 
known for many weeks. The weight of my 
position had become too much for me. Here 
then was mention made of a child; if I could 
but trace it out I mi^ht repay^ in some slight 
deg'ree^ to the son^ the injury done to the 
father. Since then I have grown old in 
seekinof him } iny life has worn away in the 
endeavour. It has prevented my looking 
upon my riches as my own, for I never knew 
whether the next moment might not see me 
deprived of them. At last, it was not long 
ago, satisfactory evidenoe reached me that he 
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whom I sought had long sioce passed from 
earth and found a grave in his mother's land. 
After the rough rending of the web of my 
life^ I did not believe that anything could 
-ever have agfain united its broken threads 
enough to make me love any one. My faith 
in human goodness had received an irrecor- 
verable shock. I hated the world about 
me; the mad mockery of the men and 
women round my path, who went singing 
and dancing up to the very brink' of the bot- 
tomless pit; the unmeaning smiles, like a rose 
wreath on a death's^-head — ^the painted ex- 
terior veiling the dark interior from view ; 
without, the whited sepulchre; within, the 
dead men's bones. But when I saw you, I 
do not know why, but some hand played on 
the harp of my life, and, perhaps, echo struck 
ti kindred chord of yours. Now I would do 
you what I trust will be a kindness. There 
is some secret sorrow pressing heavily on your 
life too, I know it. Ah ! you need not veil 
your eyes. Would wealth remove it ?*' 
Constance shook her head, and a faint sad 
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smile crossed her features^ but a smile it was^ 
sadder than tears^ like the sunbeam that plays 
over a ruined home^ and yet like it^ there 
was a latent hope and a holy glory veiled 
beneath it. 

The Countess looked at her pityingly, and 
laid her hand on the bowed head. ^^ I will 
not inquire further ; I had trusted to have 
done a work of mercy^ but be it so. I can 
say no more. I am tired. What I would 
have said in words you will find in writing 
when I am gone." 

There was a silence of some moments, 
broken only by the quiet fall of Constance's 
tears, till the Countess said, ^^ Go, now, mia 
cara, I would be alone, for at midnight there 
willbe a great cry made— ^ Behold, the Bride- 
groom Cometh!"' 
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CHAPTER Xni. 

Oh what a gloiy does this world put on 
For him who with a fervent heart, goes forth 
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well performed, and days well spent ! 
For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings, 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that DetAh 
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting place without a tear. 

She was g^one ! the hurry of her life 
was over^ and she slept in peace. One more 
hot heart was laid to rest for ever, and of 
that living* restless thing*, earth held but a 
feint memory, a quiet shadow, and a handfiil 
of dust! But in Constance's iieart, there 
was a deep gap made, but she learnt to feel, 
as her store on earth lessened, how her 
treasures g-rew in Heaven. The will of the 
Countess was a very unexpected one. Her 
Italian estates devolved on a distant rela- 
tion ; the English estate was to be sold, part 
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of the proceeds to g'o towards supporting 
some schools in one of the worst districts of 
London^ the rest was bequeathed to Con- 
stance Conyngham^ as the dearest friend 
she had left on earth. So Constance was an 
heiress after all ! so said Archie two months 
after, as they sat all together one autum- 
nal evening, round the iire ; but Constance 
smiled, shook her head, and looked intently 
into the dancing flames. 

^^Of course she is; we know that, you 
have told us so already fifty times,'' said 
Effie, who was sitting with her head leaning 
on her hand, somewhat sharpl3^ 

^^ What, Effie— envious — eh ? Come now, 
we ought to get up a jubilee to celebrate the. 
happy event.'' 

"Well, of course; I know. I'm very 
glad — very," but the tone was at variance 
with the words, and Euphemia started up 
and left the room. 

"What's in the wind now, eh!" said 
Gerald, looking after her as the door closed. 

" The old Eve sin, I suppose," said Archie, 
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" lon^ngs after the forbidden fruit —Well ! 
Well ! it is but fair Constance should cpme 
in for the reward of all her labours." 

"Oh to be sure!" cried Gerald, as he 
took up his books, and whistling* a merry 
tune, went up stairs. 

"Archie I" said Constance, when they 
were left alone, " I want to consult you ?" 

" What again ; another Gordian knot to 
be cut in an Alexander manner — eh ?" 

" Now, be still. You are my right trusty 
friend and worthy councillor, so bring all 
your wisdom to bear upon the subject — my 
legacy." 

"Well, anxious to get rid of it before 
youVe got it — is that it ?" 

" Yes." 

" Then I won't help you." 

" Oh, but you will," said Constance, play- 
fully drawing her chair near to his, and 
putting her head against his shoulder ; 
" now, be good, listen. The money was left 
to me just-- just because I happened to be 
there, but I don't considerit mine in theleast." 
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^^ Whose then do you consider it, allow 
me to ask V^ 

"Ours— yours— all of us/' 

"A new light upon the subject of pro- 
perty/' 

'^ No^ but I mean, it is for general use." 

^^What, Constance, turned republican! 
you hold the doctrine of Ma propriety c'est 
ie voV then V 

^' Oh, please be serious. We might give 
£)fBe a nice little fortune; then she can 
marry Frank Egertoun, and be happy.'' 

" Oh woman ! woman ! jumping to a con- 
clusion and ignoring the premises altogether. 
Sir Anstey may still fight shy, or the gentle- 
man most interested therein, himself may 
decline the honour ; and after all, my opinion 
is, that it was not so much money as posi- 
tion Sir Anstey objected to." 

" Position ! how V 

" Why, Sir Anstey's acquaintance with 
Effie began in her capacity of governess." 

*^ Well I'm sure the Conynghams of Bal- 
combe, are quite a match for any Egertoun," 

VOL. II. p 
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^^The Gonynghaais of Balcombe — yes, 
but not the Conynghams of Gower Street/' 

^^But things are altered now/' 

^^ So they may be — Constance/' said Archie, 
suddenly breaking off; ^' I never did see the 
lise of that daily governessing ; I wish 
Effie's self-will had not made her do it." 

^* So do I ; I always regretted it, for there 
wasn't the least necessity for it/' 

^^ Wot the shadow of one, and it was partly 
my fault too — for at the time I gave my 
vote for it." 

'^ Yes, but you did it for the best.'' 

" Of course I did j but it has turned out 
for the worst." 

^^ I don't know that/' 

^^ But I do ! besides it was such a come 
-down with a run* I was always thankful 
that we never fell in with any of our old 
acquaintances ; I'm not proud, but hang it I 
that would have been more than I could 
stand !" 

'^I don't know, if there had been any 
actual need for it, one wouldn't have oared. 
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only — however — whatVdone can't be undone, 
and — I'm quite sure it is for the best/' 

** Ah that's always your creed/' 

^^ But do you know what has made it so Y\ 

''Whatr 

" Experience/' 

'' Has it r 

^^ Yes, even in Effie's case, I see it all so 
plainly; I don't fear for her, for Fm sure 
her light is already dawning* in the horizon /' 
she clasped her hands, and a sweet look of 
sure and steadfast trust came and quivered 
over her face. ' 

*^ Ah, very well; but there are many ^ifs' 
in the case/' 

^^ There may be, but if there are not/' 

^^ You still must do no such thing/' 

" Oh Archie, please ; I wish Sydney were 
at home, I think he would agree to it/' 

^^ Possibly, but as he is not, I'm his re- 
presentative, and if I can prevent it, you 
shan't do it/' 

'^ Oh do— do let me/' 

" Now, Constance, listen," said Archie, be- 
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.coniiB^ saddenly serious, and withdrawing his 
heels from the bar of the grate, a sure ^ign 
he was going to give a lecture in earnest, ^^ is 
it right, is it fair, to take a gift left you, and 
put one sister on the apex of prosperity while 
you yourself are still toiling in the valley be- 
neath ? No J the money was left to you, and 
I will never give my consent that you should 
bestow it on Effie. God knows I would do 
much to save poor little Ef ' from the pining 
green and yellow melancholy, that Hike a 
worm i' the bud preys on her damask cheek,' 
but, though you women never will believe it, 
justice is as great a virtue as generosity. It 
would be generosity, I allow, to give your 
fortune to Effie, but there is a want of justice 
in it.'' 

*^ Justice is such a cold virtue," said Con- 
stance, hiding her face on his shoulder. 

" So all women say.'' 

" But I don't mean to give it all to Effie. 
I thought it might be equally divided among 
us all. I mean all those who needed it. I 
for one do not." 
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Archie did not reply for some moments^ 
and when his sister looked up in his face for 
an answer^ there was a moisture almost like 
tears in his eyes : ^^ My dear sister, I cannot 
allow this. Are you to be the only one who 
does not profit by a g'ift left solely to your- 
self? Never I / will never give my consent 
to it, at least/' 

^^ But you allow it is mine to do what I 
like with r 

'^ Of course I do/' 

^^ Then you would not wish to deprive me 
of a pleasure, would you ? This legacy has 
only one value in my eyes, that I may give 
it to those who want it, I don't want money. 
What should I do with it ? If you don't wirfi 
to make me unhappy you won't oppose me/^ 

^' Well, Constance," said Archie, after a 
pause, *• I've no rig-ht to interfere, but you'va 
heard my opinion. As to my taking* any 
share in it, I never will. I've enough for 
all my needs." 

"But b3^e and bye you may wish to 
inarry ?" 
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'^Very likely; most men do. But the 
fortunate future sharer of my name is still 
80 far off that she is not to be discerned 
with the naked eye, so pray leave her where 
she is just now, that is, no where.'* 

^^ But, Archie, if you don^t consent to this 
arrangement is it very likely the others will ? 
All must agree, or none will.'' 

^^Well, well." • 

^^ Oh ! please, Archie, promise you won't 
say no. I don't want the money. I only 
Want to see E£5[e and you all happy, and 
then I shall be—" 

^^What?" 

^^ Content," 
^ Archie turned and gazed for a moment on 
tlie bowed head, the dark hair flowing away 
from the pure pale brow, and the slightly 
bent form, as if weighed down by the weight 
of sorrow, all brought out into relief by the 
dark background beyond. With a sudden 
impulse he stooped down and kissed her fore-> 
head, then, without speaking, left the room. 
He was gone, and Constance still sat on,read^ 
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ingf in the flickering lines of the dancing flames 
the unveiled story of the quiet future. Her 
life she knew already ; its key-note had heen 
lon^ since struck, and the future could only 
weave upon the one prevailing tone the ya- 
riations and the minstrelsies of a psalm*like 
melody. Effie would he happy; that cup of 
felicity which had heen removed from her 
owii lips would journey on to her, and the 
bright dew-drops of an all but perfect bliss 
rest on the sunny path of her skier's youth. 
And she was content to have it so. God had 
early set his seal upon her by casting* on her 
earthly lot the shadow of the cross. He had 
seen the depths of h^ impassioned nature, 
^nd, knowing the rich inheritance of her lovcf 
too costly for an earthly object, had 8aid,» 
^^ My so% give me thy heart ;'' and should 
«he rebel ? Oh ! no. For him, the dearest 
find the best, the speechless intercession of 
her prayer went up ceaselessly) and for the 
rest, her life could never be aimless or object-^ 
less while there was love in Heaven, or breaks 
ing hearts upon earth. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

A little voice was at mine ear, 

A little whisper, silver clear, 

A murmur, ^* Be of better cheer.'* 

Such seemed the whisper at my side. 
*' What is*t thou know^st, sweet voice P" I cried* . 
• " A bidden hope/* the voice replied* 

So heavenly ton'd, that in that hour, 
From out my sullen heart a pow'r 

Broke, like the rainbow from the show's. 

« 

Tennyson^ 

Eighteen^ and twenty-eight. What » 
largfe space of time lies between these two 
epochs of^ existence I They stand as sentinels 
on either side of the strait of extreme yomtby 
and between these two boundaries the volume 
of the book of life is generally written, its 
form taken, and its definite shape ca^t, for 
once and for ever, in the furnace fires of 
trial. 

It was early morning' over the hilts oi 
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An'flin, one brigfht end of June, when Con*- 
stance Conyngfham opened her window on 
the day of her 28th birthday, at Ardrossan, 
where she was staying with her brother 
Sydney. Years had brought many changes 
to the Conyngham famil}'. Euphemia was 
now a blessed wife and a happy mother. 
Faith and Patience had fought the battle, 
a^nd won it too, spite of opposing influences, 
Archie also was married, and Basil was dead. 
He had died as he had lived, quietly, full of 
a glad hope, and the flowers of three springs 
had now blossomed over his grave ; so Ka- 
therine, Constance,, and Gerald, were the only 
three that now remained with their father. 
|ilr. Conyngham's health had rather im* 
proved than otherwise, and time's softefning 
hand was visible in both him and Katharine, 
but perhaps in none more than iii Sydney. 
The years 1854 and 1866' will be always re- 
membered as an epoch full of thrills of awe 
by the present generation^ when the war- 
trumpet sounded through the length and 
breadth of Europe, and, in obedience to its 

p 2 
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summons^ the flower of nations went forttf 
to fight and to die. Sydney's regiment^ but 
just returned from foreign service at the 
Cape^ was ordered out to the East, and there 
Sydney himself^ as his arm dealt death on 
the heights of Inkermann^ was struck down 
by a rifle-ball. After passing through the 
ordeal of Scutari^ he was sent home in- 
valided^ but now^ thanks to the sea air of 
Ardrossan and the good nursing of Con- 
stance^ who had accompanied him thither^ 
he had quite recovered, and in another fort- 
night was to set sail again to rejoin his re- 
giment before Sebastopol. 

^^Good morning, Conny ; many happy re- 
turns of the day f was Sydney^s salutation 
to his sister, when she entered the little sit- 
ting-room that morning at breakfast time. 

" Thank you,'' was the reply^ in cheerful 
tones ; ^^ what a charming day^ it will do 
beautifully for our Arran excursion/' 

^ A ravir. We must make haste though, 
and get breakfast over if we are to go early/' 

Breakfast was dispatched, and then Syd- 
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ney went to look after the boat to take then^ 
over to the island. It was an excur»on 
they had both been long* waiting* to make^ 
but a Scotch climate is a very refractory 
thing. While hier brother was gone to see 
after the means of getting* over^ ConstancQ 
put on her bonnet, and strolled down to the 
shore to be in readiness for him. The June 
sunshine lies within and around her^ she 
was 28 that day; 28, and stiU her life had 
not knit itself up into any knot of peculiar 
firmness. The lines of life lay loosely in 
her hand; like gossamer threads floating 
every- where; fastening no- where, Ther^ 
yvas still an indistinctness about her life^ H 
sense of unfinishedness about it ; and yet as 
she stepped forth that morning out into 
the June sunshine^ her heart had escape4 
from her hand^ and went forth tinder the 
trees^ singing like a Urd. The sunlight 
danced on the water^ and then glanced off 
upon her face, it nestled in the soft braids of 
hftir^ and played over th^ cheek now no 
longer bright with the colouring of extremQ 



Um 60MINO BVENTS; 

youth^ and findings out many a dimple tbaf 
years and pain bad hidden^ laughed tbenr 
out again into view. It seemed to etiike 
her brother too^ for when be joined ber^ bii^ 
first remark was : " Why^ Constance^ yoti 
are looking young again/' 
' " Young P* with a smile she answered^ 
" most people are not old at 28/' 

^ No — no — but get out of the way,'' he 
said playfully, " you are standing so in the 
Sunshine, something dazzles roe." 

^^ And something dazzles me too/' she said 
in a low voice, as she kept gazing straight 
before her into the blue sky. Sydney saw 
the look, and tried to follow it, but in vain* 
Voices in the air there were, that she could 
hear with the distinctness of an angePs 
trumpet, while to him they were dumb as 
death and the grave. So be stood looking 
at her as tihe stood there in the June sun*^ 
shine. The flood of light about and around 
her, its rays falling off from her figure on 
eviery side, down, down in long streakd td 
the ground. 
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' She turned roiind and laid her hand softly 
on fais arm : " Sydney !" 

^^ Welir 
" ^ It is a beautiful day/^ 

^' So we have already settled." 

^^Yes, but it will be a very beautiful 
day." 

^ There was something so solemn in the 
tone, that her brother turned round to see 
what she meant, but she was still grazing 
straight before her into the sky^ as though 
the very Heavens had opened, and she saw 
Jacob's ladder with angels ascending and 
descendingr upon it, resting upon earth, but 
reaching up into Heaven. 

"Constance, what is it? What are yoii 
looking at r 

A little shiver ran through her ; then her 
arms drooped down by her side^ and she 
tamed her face to him. 

*^ Nothing, nothing/' with a long gasp) 
then, " Sydney, is it superstitious, but I feel 
aB if something was going to happen to- 
day T 
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'^ Nothing beyond seeing^ Arran^ I diSre 
say/' 

^^No, no/' she said, in a voice full of 
thrills of awe j '^ I feel — I feel— oh the birth- 
day of a new life/' 

'^Come, come/' said her brother, half 
kindly, half puzzled. ^^ Don't be sentimen- 
tal, ot assuredly nothing will happen, be- 
yond standing here all day." 

They got into the boat, and crossed over. 
Constance was both a good walker, and a 
good climber, so she and Sydney walked 
about nearly all day, only reserving an 
hour at noon for sitting still, and eating 
the luncheon-dinner they had brought with 
them* They were glad to rest then, for 
Scotland had paid back its many defrauded 
days of sunshine in one day of such unrivalled 
splendour^ and unclouded brightness, that 
they were thankful to. get out of the heat of 
its rays* 

^^This is pleasant," said Sydney, as he 
stretched himself down on' the ground, under 
the shadow of a great rock — ^^ Now, Con- 
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st&nce^ can't you improvise Floria Mc Ivor 
— sing me a lay, lady, and I'll listen with all 
the ears of Edward Waverley/' 

^^ Ah poor me ! I couldn't do the hercnc.''^ 

^^ Don't want you to j and I don't admire 
^ora Mac Ivor." 

^^Not?'' 

^^ No — I hate her for taking* the trouble 
to have her harp sent to a suitable epot, 
from whence to sing her ditties — for Waver- 
ley to hear ; clap-trap." 

^ It was for her country's cause, remem* 
ber." 

^^I dare say; but such a got-up afiair 
altogether." 

'' Oh Sydney." 

^^ Well, wasn't it ? — all mis en scene per- 
fectly — lady-dressed h T^ccossaise — song to 
the same — back-ground appropriate — al-* 
together un grand succfe." 

" Ah, she was a grand woman, was Flora 
Mc Ivor, thoroughly possessed with loyalty." 

^'Or with bosh^ which is the same 
thmg," 
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^^ Why, Sydney, are you tarnin^ Repul^ 
Kcan r ' 

" Not !• Only you women are bo soon 
bit with sentimentality.'' 

Constance laug'hed a laug^h of perfect en- 
joj^ment. She did not g'et vexed now as she 
used to do when other people's opinions came 
against her own. " Ah, very well, Sydney ; 
you keep to your creed, I keep to mine. I 
love Scotland— I love its mountains and its 
songs, and I love that page of romance in 
its history — Jacol)itism." . 

^^ And I love nothing so thoroughly with- 
out foundation." 

" Ah Sj'dney, )^ou have no enthusiasm in 
your composition I" 

"Oceans for some things." 

" Well, well, anyhow on Scottish ground, 
I can't think how you can malign those 
grand old Jacobite songs — such deep throbs 
from the heart of humanity." . * 

" Oh, the songs are all very well. By 
the way^ sing me a few, and I'll listen. No, 
I won't though, not just now. Wait till 
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eyeaing ; the sun is too hot for music. Herey 
didn't you g^et a letter from Effie yesterday. 
You haven't got it with you, have you ?" 

^^ Yes, I put it in my pocket, as I thought 
you might like to hear it." 

^^ Good girl I Oh, crossed and recrossed I 
see— a true lady's letter. What can you 
women find so much to write about? No, 
no, that's beyond me,'' and he gave it back 
yto her. 

« Shall I read it to you?'' 

" Miss the baby details then." 

^^ I shall miss the whole in that case.*' 

^^ Ah, well," (with a sigh of resignation) 
'^ well, fire away, ^nly I don't promise to 
listen." 

Constance ^^ fired away" as desired, skipp* 
ing however the first part, in which baby's 
gums, Gregory's powder, and' castor oil, 
having got into a strange entanglement, held 
the prominent place. 

*^ Papa seems quite as much to enjoy little 
Frankie's tricks as I do, and as to Harry 
and Miss Baby, if toys would spoil the one, 
and sugar*plum8 the other, they would long 
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ago have been quite lost cases. Don't trouble 
yourself about Papa, Katharine takes greai 
care of him; and as to (herald, what between 
our house and Archie^ he has enough to do, 
and is consequently in high feather*. Frank 
is not come home, or he would send his love. 
He is so good and kind to me, that some^ 
times I wonder what made God so good to 
me as to let me have so very much happi*' 
ness. I wonder whether every one . is so 
happy I I am so glad Sydney is getting on. 
Tell him, with my best love, he mustn't keep 
you too long, for we want you back sadly. 
Frankie adced the other day when Aunt 
^ Onny was coming home. Oh, by the way, 
Archie's little girl is to be christened next 
Wedliesday week, and Louisa said he was 
going to ask you to be godmother. Has he 
written to you yet? Baby is just come 
down, and set up a roar, so I must stop. 
Good-bye, my own dear sister. Give my 
best love to Sydney, and believe me ever 
to be 

^' Your very afiectionate Sister, 

^EUPHEMIA M. EgEBTOUN." , 
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^Yes/^ said Sydney, thoughtfully, as 
Constance folded up the letter, ^^ she is indeed 
very happy/' 

^^ And the happiness has been so g*ood for 
her — it has developed her character/' 

^^ Yes y she is not the silly little thing she 
used to be. But come, Constance, if we 
mean to see any more of this place, we'd 
better be up and at it." 
' They both rose; and for the next three hours 
rambled and scrambled about, and not till 
the day was waning* did they return to 
Ardrossan. When they had crossed over, 
Sydney said, ^^ It is very early yet. I don't 
see why we should go in. You can sit down 
and sing".'* 

^^ Sing", what in public ?" 

^^ It isn't public. Don't you know all the 
world is gone to Glasgow, after a^fSte ?" 

"Oh, I know." 

" Well, begin then, and I'll promise riot 
to criticize." 

They sat down on the shore, with the blue 
waves running in up to their feet, and tha 
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last rays of the sinking^ sun flashing* over the 
water. Constance sangf as Sydney wished 
her. 

^^ Over the sea, over the sea/' how brightiiy , 
and happily it went ringing* over the waves: 

** Over the sea, over the sea^ 
Hear what a boxmie bird whispered to me^ 
Over the sea, over the sea, 
Somebody'B coming ere long." 

And as the last echo died away on the 
water, the whole soul of the singer seemed 
to g-o after it. She sat so with clasped hands 
watching the dying* sunset which lay golden 
on the sea, with the reflection of its glow, 
lying soft upon her. 

^^ What are you looking at ?" said Sydney 
for the second time that day. " You look as 
if you were expecting ^ Somebody over the 
sea' yourself/' 

^^ Oh no," though a sudden flush of some- 
thing sped over her face — it might be hope, 
it might be pain, or it might be both—" I 
was only thinking how very happy I am, 
and-^'' 
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^^ How very g-ood God is." 

« Oh" — Sydney had no fiirther remark to 
inalce upon that topic. Presently he said^ as 
if he couldn't help it, "Constance, we were 
talking* of Effie a little time ag'o, do you know 
what I often find myself wishing V 

"No. Whatr 

" That your lot was like hers." 

" No, no ; don't wish that. I don't." Her 
voice was low and stifled. Sydney turned 
round to see her face, and beheld a look, so 
calm, so sweet, so sad in its patience written 
on its every line, that he looked again, and 
wondered. 

" Not wish it I where's the harm ?" 

" Because if it had been best for me, I 
know I should have had it." 

^* I don't see that." 

"Oh yes, yes. I wouldn't, I couldn't 
wish my life anything different from what it 
is, and what it has been." 

" You mean to say, you couldn't be hap- 
pier?'* 
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^^ I am very happy/' she replied, softly ; 
and there dawned upon that quiet face a 
gleam of peace^ and yet of patience. 

^^ That isn't an answer. Do you mean to 
say youVe nothing to wish altered— nothing 
otherwise than it. is V^ 

Pain mingled itself with the peace^ as she 
answered^ in a low voice^ ^^ I did not mean 
that;'' and then came a burst of anguish 
within : ^^ Oh Ood^ thou knowest !" 

Sydney did not reply^ and Constance sat 
silent. It seemed cruel of him to have torn 
open again the old wounds with so pitiless a 
hand. She had felt so happy^ so moored in 
such a safe haven of rest^ so like a child 
lulled to a soft slumber on its mother's breast- 
Why had he pointed to the unhealed sorrow ? 
why so coldly tried to ascertain whether her 
anchor had anchored itself on a secure shore. 
It had fastened somewhere anyhow for the 
present. Was it not time enough when the 
storm should come^ to prove whether it could 
or could not weather it ? 

A few minutes passed^ and then her 
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l^other asked for another song. She had so 
.become accustomed to forget self^ and self s 
.petitions^ that she complied at once 3 but 
this time there was less of triumph in it ; less 
iof confidence in the tone^ and as the refrain 
iiied over the waters, 

*' "Will ye no come back again ?" 

both brother and sister unconsciously sat 
silent when it was over. The rich sunset 
had given place to the quiet twilight, and 
they still sat on watching the outline of the 
Arran mountains, growing darker and darker 
against their clear background of sky. One 
by one the patient stars came out, and blos- 
somed in the breathless calm of Heaven; 
and then the moon rose up, and bathed the 
night in splendour, till a thin veil of light 
lay sleeping on the dark mountains, the 
sounding shore, and the blue waves of the 
murmuring sea. 

It was a Sabbath-day of Nature's own 
creating ; and the peace that had been swept 
from the heart of Constance, falling upon it 
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agfain with double power^ reproduced itself, 
and sighed through all the pulses of her life. 
It was a scene too solemn for words ; for in 
the hour of twilight the inner Holy of Holies 
of Nature's Temple is revealed to view, and 
to the pure in heart it is given to see even 
into the innermost shrine^ where the Ark of 
God is, and the Cherubim covering the 
Mercy-Seat 

At last Sydney said, ^^ We must go in ;'^ 
and Constance, M'ith a lingering glance of 
thankful love to the dark mountains and 
talking stars, that were as texts of comfort 
to her soul, obeyed. Oh, the mystery of 
life ! What a thin veil hangs between one 
event and another ! But one short moment 
may be the dividing line between two sepa- 
rate phases of our life, yet there is no voice 
to tell it us, no friend to warn us, that the 
sword is already falling that is to cleave our 
hearts into dumbness, or the day even now 
dawning that before it dies will see the whole 
complexion of our lives altered, by the sun- 
beams of a satisfied hope, drying up the tears 
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of nights of pain^ af days of patien<;e^ and 
quiet gazing across the waters of life^ to see 
if chance the light be nigh. 

^^Any letters foi' me?" was Sydney's 
question as they entered the little house 
where they were lodging. 

^^ Yes, sir j two, and the newspaper/' 

^' Very weU.'' 

He took them up. ^^Ah, this is from 
Frank, and a little piece inside from Effie 
for you, Constance,'' ^s he opened it. ^ I 
wonder what he is writing to me about? it 
isn't very often he favours me." 

They both went into the sitting-room; 
and Constance, without taking off her bont 
net, sat down by the window to see if she 
could read Effie's letter in the twilight. This 
writing was like Effie — far apart and strag? 
gling; so she managed to make out the be- 
ginning pretty well. 

^^ My dear Constance" (it began), 

^^ I didn't mean to write again so soon^ 
but as Frank is writing to Sydney on busi- 
ness, I must. I don't know how to thank 

VOL. II. Q 
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you for your last kind letter^ it was so nice] 
80 like yourself^ and it made me go back to 
the days when we were all children together. 
Sometimes I wish I only knew how to tell 
you how very, very much I owe to you. Do 
you remember how in the days when my 
strength was almost spent, and I used to 
feel as if I must give up, you used to say, 
*The light would come!* Oh Constance, 
you were right — ^it has come. I don't think 
I can ever want for faith again j at least, I 
ought not, for wonderfully has my whole 
life been ordered ; and, looking back upon it, 
I now see the reason of many things that 
before were mysteries to me." 

^^Yes,'* thought Constance, as she put 
down the letter, ^^ the years indeed teach us 
many things that the days never do. 
Emerson was right there ! The light will 
come; yes, even to me, it shall come. 
Hush ! hush ! thou foolish heart ! God's 
ways are not thy ways — it may not be — 
No, it wiU not be, as thou thinkest ; but it 
will be all best, whichever way it is. I am 
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sure of that, for if I could, I would not alter 
aug'ht of the past, and yet my life, too, has 
been full of sorrow ; the weary waiting that 
is not yet over, and the patience that has so 
often quivered into pain." Then came a long 
pause, while she looked forth upon the moon- 
lit waters, taking* that long silver line of light 
as the text book of her thoughts. ^^And 
Basil, too, dear Basil, thy little lamp of life 
has gone out here, and thy bark is safely 
moored in Heaven — you are safe, and I am 
still left But my work is not done yet. Oh ! 
no, I feel it isn't j and while God has any- 
thing for me to do I ought to be quite glad 
to stay. Oh! how bright, how steady is that 
path of moonlight ; it just falls where God 
puts it, and it doesn't try to get either this 
side or that. The world is, oh I very beau- 
tiful ; it is very good of God to let one so 
easily be happy. And the stars, too, they 
don't want to be suns, but are content with 
their one tiny spark of light ;" — and down 
went the hands upon her lap, and the still- 
ness of night came stealing over her senses. 
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One hr one the windows of each hoos^ in &e 
httle town hegan to hang* oat a che^rj s^;iial 
of welcome in the kindly light tiiat projected 
itself fwth into the darkness to call each wan- 
derer home. By degrees the q>la8h of the 
4mrs died away^ and the only sound tiiat 
broke the stillness was the soughing of liie 
wind and the l»eaking of the waves on the 
shore. Then came in the tea and the candlesy 
and Constance sat down to make the former, 
while Sydney twe open his newspaper, 
though with something of a trembling hand, 
£>r in those days terrible revelations lay hid 
in the folds of the patient paper, and none 
knew whether that which lay so dumb and 
voiceless on their family board might not 
contain words far them that should fall upon 
their souls with the horror of a death war- 
rant Oh I those days, almost now f<»^otten, 
annihilated in the fresher remembrances of a 
newer war, when those who were left behind 
went forth in spirit after those w^ho were gone^ 
with speechless yearnings for their safe re- 
turn — their safe return, who were to return 
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no more. Oh ! ye who went forth into the 
bright sunshine^ that summer of three years 
^0^ with banners flying* and hearts throb- 
bing, were there not graves enough in Eng- 
land that ye went forth into a foreign land 
to die ? Alas ! for the household g^pSy the 
empty chairs, the mother's tears, and the 
glassy turf covering all 1 Sydney's first 
glance of course was to that terrible page 
with the news of the war in it. ^^ Ah 1*' he 
exclaimed, in a suppressed voice, ^^more 
news of that dreadful Redan afiieiir. Ah I 
here's the list of the killed and wounded 
officers — terrible slaughter. Dear ! dear I 
poor Tom Browne gone ; Simpson wounded. 
Ah ! Harry Swindon, too, poor fellow." 

A knock at the door 3 down went the 
Jlmes. ^^ Come in.'' 

*^ Please, Sir, Captain McLean wants to 
speak to you," said the little maid. 

^^ What the deuce does he want ?" 

^'. Please, Sir, I don't know." 
. ^^ Bother the fellow, knocking up a man 
at this time of night. Say I'm engaged.'' 
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*^ Hadn't you better ^ o V^ said CotmtanceV 
soft tones^ ^^ he may want you, perhaps.'' 

** Ah ! well. Here, Mary, just say 111 
be with him in a minute. Now if this isn't 
a bore/' he said, as she shut the door, ^^ turn- 
ing out at this time of night ! Here, give me 
a cup of tea, will you ?" He swallowed it 
down quickly, then went out to the street- 
door, where Captain McLean stood kicking* 
his heels till Gonyngham should see fit to 
make his appearance. In a few minutes the 
latter returned. ^^ McLean wants me to take 
a turn with him. Some business he wants 
to consult about.'' 

" Oh, very well. I won't wait tea for 
you then?" 

*^No. Don't mind being left alone, do 
you r' 

" Not a bit.'* 

*^ I'm off then— take care of yourself/' 

He shut the door, and Constance ran after 
him to give him his plaid, begging him to 
wrap it round him, lest he should catch cold. 
Then she returned alone to the sitting-*room^ 
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^nd sat down before the tea-tray again. The 
Times was stOl lying on the ground where 
Sydney had thrown it, and she took it 
up, and the first words that caught her eye 
were: 

— th regiment. 

Captains — Wounded — Edgar Pelham 
Villiers — dangerously. 

And in one instant the whole sky of life 
was all in flame with those characters. 

Wounded — Edgar Pelham Villiers— ^dan- 
gerously. 

The words seemed to grow larger, and 
larger before her; spreading themselves 
over the whole Heavens, till she and them 
seemed the only living things in the uni- 
verse. All else blotted out ; all else but a 
terrible darkness, and she standing face to 
face with it. 

Twilight deepened into night — night came 
slowly drooping over the Arran mountains, 
the path of moonlight silently moved from 
the west to the south, and still she sat on. 
The gentle splash of the waves receded more 
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and more from the shore ; the lights ftded 
away in every house-window^ the sounds of 
husy life died quite out into stillness^ and 
the solemn chimes of the passing* hour had 
slowly told out themselves three times^ and 
still she sat on. 

" Why, Constance !^ cried Sydney, as he 
entered the room on his return, — '^ Do you 
know how late it is ; are you g'oing'Jo stay 
here all night, and with your bonnet on 
toor 

She got up, feeling as if centuries had 
passed since she sat down, and with a me- 
chanical — ^^ I forgot — good night,*' walked 
steadily out of the room —out of the room — 
out of the house — out — out, into the night. 
Who was to see her ? and who was she, to 
care if they did ? She and death stood face 
to face, and battle it out alone together they 
must. The blue sea, and the blue sky^ there 
they were, no grief on the face of either, 
calm and quiet, as when she had stood 
on that same spot that very morning in the 
June sunshine, with all its brightness sweeps- 
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rag through the open doors of her heart; 
now^ she stood there in the June moon-light^ 
with all her hopes lying white corpses in it. 
For a moment she gazed on hoth^ then 
turnings went with a slow steady step hack 
home, straight up to her own room, and 
when there just laid herself down upon the 
floor with her face downwards. There 
was no prayer upon her lips, hut a sense 
of terrible pleading in her heart. Like 
one of old, she fell down before her God^ 
with 

" Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my 
brother had not died." 

It expressed nothing, beyond the inex- 
pressibility of her need. It had but this 
merit, the faith that only told the need, and 
did not ask the remedy, sure that with God 
to see the one, is to give the other. How 
long she lay there she could not tell, but 
presently she was sensible of some mightier 
Presence than her own. Something that 
passed over her, and left her dumb. 

^* Go thy way, he liveth.'' 

q2 
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Distinctly^ as if spoken, she seemed to 
bear those words ; and she lifted up her head 
almost as if in expectation of seeing* some 
one standing* there ; but there was nothing*, — 
nothing but the boom of the surf running* 
in upon the shore, and the night-wind, that 
had begun to repeat in heaven the dim echoes 
of the sounding sea. 

^* Go thy way, he liveth/' 

And like one of old, ^^ she arose and wor- 
shipped/' 

Another hour, and the path of the white 
moonlight, as it walked through the heavens, 
fell in long lines of light through the room, 
and on the face of Constance Conyngham, 
as she lay sleeping, an infant's calm, pure 
sleep. No shadow without, no pain within : 
instead, a solemn endurance of patience, a 
sublime sense of trust, and a power of faith 
in her heart that was even equal to saying 
to the mountains of doubt and danger that 
lay between her and the gift of life, ^^ Be 
ye removed, and be ye cast into the sea ;'' 
knowing that it should be done. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Such a noise of life 
Swarmed in the golden present, such a voice 
Gall'd to me from the years to come, and such 
A length of bright horizon rimm'd the dark. 

Tetmi/son. 

What I then felt, what sung, mj memory, hence 
From that wild moment, would in vain evoke ! 
It was the life of some discovered sense 
That in the heart's divine emotion spoke I 
Long years imprison' d, and escaping thence 
From every chain, the soid enchanted broke, 
And found a music in its own duU core, 
TJnguessed and Qod-like, that had slept before ! 
I^ot till the music long had died in space 
Back i£nto me, the soul transported came-^ 



I heard ! and Heaven descended on the place. 

Schiller. 

.1 

Sydney was sitting early next niorniiig by 
the open window^ the white cloth lay on the 
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table ready for breakfast, and the sunlight 
danced merrily on the blue waves of the sea 
beyond. He looked up from his book, and 
there stood Constance, in her light morning 
dress, and drooping bands of hair, much as 
she had left him the night before, only with 
something of an unearthly expression on her 
face. 

•^Brother!'' 

^^ My dear, how you startled me ; you look 
very like a spirit this morning.'' 

She did not seem to heed his words, but 
said again, in that solemn tone, ^^ Brother — '' 

^^ Well, my dear.'' 

" I am going to leave you. I am going 
a journey." 

^^Ah! Whereto?" 

'' Scutari." 

"Scutari!— the.devill". 

" Hush, hush," — laying her hand on his 
mouth. 

" Constance, are you mad ? " 
"No." 
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^^ It looks very like it/' 
. "No— no/* 

" Yau — i^ou go ? '^ 

■' Y< she s«d, cdmly .md quietly .8 
before ; " you join your re^ment in a fort- 
nighty and I will go with you/' 

" Impossible,^ was all Sydney could say. 

*^Why?^' 

"Why? Every reason; you are too 

young ; in fact, the whole thing is absurd/' 

^* Sj^dney, I must go, and you must not 
hinder me/' 

She stood there before him, with hands 
tightly clasped, and the sunlight playing 
oyer her face, and a look on that face, — as 
it had seen d^ath, and met her Lord face 
to face over the grave. 

" Folly I '^ Sydney tried to say, then moved 
uneasily on his chair, and said in a kinder 
tone, "My dear, you must not be so un- 
reasonable ; such a proposition is quite out 
of all keeping.'' 

She moved to the table, took up the Times 
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that still lay there upon it^ and placed it 
before her brother^ while her finger pointed 
without shaking* to the words, — ^^ Wounded, 
Edgtir Pelham Villiers, dangerously/' 

" Ah ! " was Sydney's half-smothered ex- 
clamation ; " I did not see that, — poor 
fellow — poor fellow I *' and he hid his head 
on his arm on the table for a moment, quite 
shocked ; then the truth flashed upon him, 
and he saw the connection between that one 
line and his sister's intention. He looked 
up ; she was kneeling by the window, her 
arms resting on the ledge, gazing over the 
sea, her face calm and quiet, not a tremble 
on the steady lip, not a tear in the open eye. 

^^ Constance." 

She turned round. "Yes, Sydney.*' 
Her voice was quite firm, his it was that 
shook. 

" You want to go out to nurse him. I 
see it all. My poor, sister ! but — but— can 
you bear to hear plain words ? " 

" Quite. 1 am ready." 
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^' You have not the right ; there is— there 
is—'' said poor Sydney, stumbling strangely 
in his words — ^^ there is only one circum- 
stance that can give a woman the right to 
do what you wish to do— only — '' 

" I know what you mean/' she said, quietly 
taking up his words to spare him the pain of 
saying them. "Were I his wife — but you 
do not understand me. I wish to go out as 
regular nurse, to join the regular band of 
nurses, not on any project of my own.*' 

" Oh !" 

" Then you will let me go ?" 

" Constance, you can bear plain speaking ! 
Doesn't your own good sense tell you, half 
these sentimental young ladies who are rush- 
ing abroad as nurses, when once they get 
there, are only confoundedly in the way. 
Just an epidemic, that's all." 

She shook her head. " Not in my case." 

" You can't tell. Are you fit for it ? has 
your quiet life in a drawing-room been a 
good preparation for the results of a battle- 
field? Constance, Constance"— and the 
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strong^ man shuddered — "Oh, you don't 
know the horror of it. The battle-strug-g'ld 
itself may carry you beyond earth in its ex- 
citement ; but oh, the hour after it sinks you 
below Hell in its agony/' 

She looked up into his face, convulsed 
with terrible memories, but her own was 
calm, and the voice steady — "I am not 
afraid/' 

He took her hand in his, with its small 
fingers and soft outlines, and stretched on 
his own strong palm that had grasped, and 
not in vain, the death-sword at Inkermann, 
soft and fluttering as the touch of it was, 
there was a firmness in it too, and as the 
thought came across him, what would he not 
have given for its gentle ministry, while he 
lay on the battle-plain, he dropped it with 
a groan, murmuring, " If it must be, it must 
be/' 

" Thank you,'' was the quiet answer, not 
giving hint even of the lava-current beneath. 
Then after a pause — 

^^Then, Sydney, you will write to the 
Home Office?" 
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^^ Write to where? Ah— oli — I'll see—' 
one things first, Constance. You are sure 
you are neglecting no duty V^ 

''I do not believe I am. Katharine will 
take care of Papa^ just as she has done^ an() 
as she was going to do while I paid visits in 
Scotland ; and as to Papa^ if you say you 
Agree to it^ I don't think he will make much 
opposition/' 

^^ Another thing* — Can you go back to 
your young-lady life afterwar<k V 

" Oh Sydney, don't ask me — I can't tell f 
and she hid her face. ^^ I only see one step 
at a time — let me follow that — the rest will 
be made clear afterwards." 

Not long after, Sj^dney and Constance 
Conyngham were on their way to the East, 
the former to join his regiment before Sebas-* 
topol^ the latter to join the band of nurses at 
the hospital of Scutari. 

Sydney was still restless and uneasy : he 
could not share the faith that had made his 
sister accept, and once accepted, trust her 
own instincts. Did she know what she was 
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undertaking 7 Was she fit for it ? Wad it 
not a mistake altc^ther ? And as to Edgar 
Yilliers. Was she not going ou^ only to 
find his grave? . Not so, Constance. She 
had scarcely wondered how Edgar came at 
all there ;> and it was Sydney who first 
started the query, and who first satisfied it. 
Edgar had heen travelling in the East, about 
the time of the war, and instead of returning 
home, he had joined as a volunteer. Then, 
when death had thinned the ranks of the 
British army, a commission had been ofiered 
him, and the fearful chances of war had 
given him his company. Sydney, having 
been disabled at the beginning of the 
struggle, naturally was less aware of who 
was and who was not engaged than he would 
otherwise have been* 

Days and nights passed on the blue sea, 
with sky above, and waves around, and 
Constance lay quiet as a child on the lap of 
a great Patience, while the vision of her life 
floated on before her, like a star in the clear 
firmament of Heaven. , 
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She had no fears, no misgiving's* She had 
accepted her mission ; and how to fulfil it^ 
would he found out for her all in due time. 
So she asked no questions of the Future^ hut 
waited content till that Future should de- 
cipher its own Present — looking neither to 
the right hand nor to the left, hut following 
in hlind ohedience and unhesitating faith 
whither she helieved herself called. Even 
Edgar Villiers was not the prominent 
thought in her mind. It had heen told her, 
as with an angel's voice, that he should not 
die; and she believed the word that had 
heen spoken. She meant what she said, when 
she told Sydney it was not to nurse him she 
went to Scutari. That was only the proxi- 
mate cause of her determination ; the strong 
hand of necessity was laid upon her, and she 
knew, as surely as if she had been told, that 
unless she replied to that summoning voice, 
her life would be all astray, and lack for 
ever its final Amen — ^knitting up once and 
for all, its various melodies into a perfect 
and a glorious whole. 
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How this should be done^ she knew not. 

^^ How can these things be ?'' She asked 
not This only she knew — " The Lord shall 
fight for you, and ye shall hold your peace.'? 

The July sunshine lay hot and bright on 
the white walls of the Hospital of Scutari^ 
falling off from its surface in glittering lines 
of lights as though it held no pain^ no soiv 
row, and w^as no grave-yard for the young 
lives, — once strong and vigorous, —^ now, 
lying white corpses in that bright, bright 
summer, side by side in populous Scutari. 

Oh that July sunshine I How many 
times was Constance to repeat. this to herself 
through that voyage, which seemed to spread 
out to such an interminable length. . And 
when the voyage at last was ova*, and her 
work begun. — It is best not to trace its 
course, but to leave it in the veiled silence 
that hides the unobtrusive beauty of many a 
life, that in the sight of God is a poem^ 
though in the eyes of man valueless aa a 
nursery rhyme. 

Two months passed, and if Constance 
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Conyngham had come out to find Edg-ar 
Villiers she had missed her vocation. She 
had not found him ; but still she|wrought on 
in faith and patience, sure that they would 
win the fight at last. 

One evening", she was sent by those in 
authority to take some preparation of ar* 
rowroot to an officer's room, an unusual 
occurrence, for the nurses were g'enerally 
only employed in the soldiers' wards. Some- 
thing* in her heart whispered, " What if it 
should be ?'' but she bade the flatterer Hope 
be still, and with her soft, gliding* step, en- 
tered the room. It was evening; and 
throug-h the open window came the subdued 
sounds of the dying day, amongst which 
could be faintly distinguished the ripple of 
the sea-waves. A lamp, already lighted, 
stood on a table near the douch, and on the 
couch, asleep, lay Edgar Villiers. 

Could this be the same ? The pale, pak 
face, that the dark hair falling round it, 
in deep waves, made still more pale; the 
long eye-lashes, that made the poor white 
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cheek look still whiter ; and the thin fing^rs^ 
that seemed to have $Town too faint to hold 
the weapons of life's warfare^ and so had 
let them drop down for ever. 

And so they met. 

There was no word to wake the sleeper^ 
to say that the loved and the lost was found 
again ; no voice to bear to Heaven the an- 
them of the waiting heart, to whom God 
had at length ^^ granted her desire^ and had 
not denied her the request of her lips." 
Stilly she stood there^ and still the sleeper 
slept on^ till at last he turned uneasily^ and 
opened his eyes. The soft light of the 
shaded lamp fell upon that face at the foot 
of his couch ; and as she stood there, the 
head slightly thrown back^ and the loosened 
hair gathering round it as a shadow of 
depth, one word escaped him, — " Con- 
stance." That was aU. These, parted for 
time and met for eternity — what bad they 
to do with the poorness of words or the 
flimsiness of speech I Speech was too weak^ 
silence alone was strong enough^ and heart 
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pressed to hearty answered each unasked 
question as the poverty of words and the 
commonness of tears could never have done. 

So they met. 

Every life has in it at least one hour of 
gfathered sunshine. Years may pass^ years 
of darkness and hours of thick heaviness^ 
sorrows may come upon ud^ thick as falling* 
leaves in autumn^ ag'ain and again may we 
be made to pass through the fiery furnace of 
trial, — but at the end shall come light. 
Such a day came to Constance Conyngham. 
A soft clear summer noon fell upon her from 
out her evening skies, and in the halls of her 
once desolate life the gathered sunshine slept 
in peace. 

Edgar Villiers, he who had faced death 
in the breaches of Sebastopol, and beneath 
the awful shadow of the horrible Scutari, 
came forth from that fiery ordeal, an earnest, 
larg'e-hearted man, the work begun years 
ago matm*ed and perfected. Constance 
Conyngham, she who had risen from the 
rack of a protracted trial, strong in the 
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power of endurance, no idle dreamer^ no 
weak whiner over the troubled and disap- 
pointments of life^ but fit to be a worker in 
God's world, with hand ready to its work, 
either in the trifles of every-day duty, or in 
the nioments of doubt and dangler, having a 
place in the hospitals of sufferings, and a 
labourer hereafter in the vineyard of the 
Church, — a true, noble woman, — these two^ 
who had stood face to face with Death in the 
glowing Bast, now joined hands over the 
altar of life, to fight the good fight, to keep 
the faith, and through mercy to lay hold on 
eternal life. 

*' Glory to God — to God, he saith, 
Knowledge by suffering enteretb, 
And Life is perfected by Death ! '* 
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